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Prekace. 


WHETHER te i; ſaving ſome future book- 
feller the trouble of collecting what is contained 
in the following ſheets ; or whether he is, by lay- 
ing them en maſle before the public, only bring- 
ing down ther young hairs in ſorrow to the 
grave of cb livion, is a doubt in ine authors 
mind—but, poſſeſſed of a moderate ſhare of 
venity, and feeling: callous to the ridicule of 
the uncritical, he ſubmits them to their read- 
ers; not calling aloud on thar candor, which 
they will uſe ori. Mifu e, as they pleaſe ; only 


requeſting, that none condemn without under 


” flanding, none criticiſe without TASTE, and 


that thoſe few, who have tafte, judge with 


righteous judgment, 
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COLLECTION 


OF 


FUGITIVE ESSAYS, 


IN 


PROSE AN D VERSE. 


SCATTERED CRITICISM, 


NUMBER I. 


Ir is a dangerous thing to meddle 
with a Metaphor. Much knowledge of crit- 
iciſm, and with writers on rhetoric, and much 
good reading, are requiſite. A figure proves 
frequently too much for a young wnter to 
cope with; and ought to be handled with cau- 
tion: hence ſcribblers would not often cut ſuch 
droll figures in their metaphors, 

A 
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p NUMBER II. 


Wy EN we look over the works of 
the antient Eaſtern writers, we find a great 
ſamenels in authors who were unknown to 
each other. Virtues and vices, the paſſions 
and. inclinations, were likened to objects that 
ſurrounded, and to the various operations of 
nature. A man of integrity was like a rock 
in the ſea, unmoved with the waves of vice, 
or the ſtorms of adverſity. Anger, like a 
whirlwind, deſtroyed whatever oppoſed its 
fury. An army poured like a torrent, The 
horſemen flew over the plain. Love grew. 
Friendſhip dicd. And benevolence ſcattered 
bleſſings. | 


NarTuRz preſents nearly the ſame ob- 
Jes in all parts of the world: hence the 
compariſons and figures of the firſt rude 
writers of any country have ſo much ſim- 
ilarity. The Rhetoric of Ozs1ax differs 
but little from that of the Perſian po- 
ets, or the Jewiſh prophets. Much original- 
ity may be ſcen in al! their w:1ings. But 
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when writers multiplied, and Criticiſm be- 


gan to enact her laws, impoſe her regulations, 
and ſet bounds to the irregular ſallies of 
imagination, originality of ſentiment was in 
a grcat mecature wanting. The Poet read 
the Ihad ; obſerved what AkISsTorLE or Low- 
ixus condemned, and imitated his beauties, 
but ſcarcely dared to wander from his path, 
let the Critic ſhould cenſure his deviations. 
Fancy, who, with pleaſure, before wantoned 
in the garden of rhetoric, collected her 
odoriferous flowers, or ſtrayed to neighbor. 
ing groves, or clumb the diſtant mount, to 
{can the beautiful and ſublime of nature, 
ae now arreſted in her career. Criticiſm 
built her fences and made her encloſures, 
p.anted her vineyards and laid out her alleys.; 


"and ordered fancy never to tread prohibited 


grounds, nor wander from her fight. 
NUMBER III. 
I HAVE often thought that the fearof 


appearing before the bar of criticiſm, has been 
of eſſential dilſervice to a young genius. Tho 


| 
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leſs correct, the lucubrations of a youn g writer 
diſplay a noble wildneſs, and a pleaſing in- 
coherency. A ſuperiority of fire and inven- 
tion, mark the works of all writers who were 
unacquainted with the laws of criticiſm, 

To the cenſures of the critic, I always op- 
poſe the authority of the poet. The world may 
confider it as a happineſs, that Appison and 
VorLTaire paſt not their ſtrictures on Mir 


TON and SHAKESPEARE, before their immortal. 


works had gained univerſal applauſe. Sin 
and Death would have been ſtruck out from 
Paradiſe Loft, and the plays of SuAKESEARE 
been fo mangled by the amendments of 
VorLTAiRE, that the Frenchified Bard of Avon. 
would hardly have thanked the philoſopher 
of FERN Ex, for his undeſerved kindneſs, 


EE . — — 


NUMBER IV. - 


A BAD writer is always a bad 
critic. True Taſte is as uncommon as an 
original writer. Some men poſleſs good 
taſte in ſome branches of literature, and are 
deficient in others, One judges well of 
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profaic compolition, on one ſubject, another 
on another. Few are capable of criticiſing 
accurately on all. He that is a great proficient 
in grammar determines the merit of a piece 
by the accuracy of the fpelling or the gram- 
mar. Another by the ſtyle. One is pleaſed 
with the pathetic only, another with wit; 
one is delighted with ſublimity, and another 
with rural ſimplicity. The ſouls of but few 
are poſſeſſed with apartments for a compre- 
henſi ve ſatisfaction in all. I know a man 
who reads Poe :z, but never perceives any 
thing pleaſing in MiLrox. I know another 
who is pleaſed with all Porz's writings, who 
diſpiſes BurrER'Ss HU DIERAS or FRUNMEBVTL's 
M'Fix SAL. This difference of ſentiment 
ariſes wholly from a want of true Tale. 


—— — . ———ñ — 
NUMBER V. 


Every man is a Critic ; from him. 
whoſe whole life has been a continued pur- 
ſuit of literary acquirements, to him, who was 
never converſant with any work but the Bible 
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and Pilgrim's Progreſs. A certain Juſtice 
of Peace, who is maſter of the © Town Of- 
ficer,” and has half a dozen old volumes in 
his library, is conſidered as an accurate judge 
of compoſition. His word ſanctions the 
worth of every performance, in the opinion of 
many. The freſhman, who has juſt gone 
thro VIAGII, and has ſeen the works of the 
Engliſh pocts, determines correctly the ex- 
act quantum of merit in each, When he 
arrives to his junior year, he either grows 
more modeſt, or becomes an arrant pedant; 
I have ſcen four or five diſcourſing on Mr. 
PAIN E“s Prologue; the fineſt allegory in the 
Engliſh language (the alluſion to the deluge) 
was condemned as nonſenſical and incorrect. 
On aſking their reaſons for ſuch a deciſion: 


„% Why,” ſaid they, the ſtage was not erected, 
till long after the flood, and Noan on mount 
Arrarat has certainly no connection with 
the Theatre.“ Yet theſe gentlemen were grea/ 
ſcholars, and could manage a knotty ſylogiſm, 
or demonſtrate the moſt intricate lemma in 


Enfield, 
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e 
* i NUMBER, IV, 

9 ANY people imagine that Poetry | 
5 © conſiſts entirely in a knack at rhyming; and 
f on this preſumption have often become, in 
their own opinions, poets of the firſt rate. f 
2 


© *Tis difficult to give a true definition of this 
3 b . . , * a 0 
gart. Its foundation is a lively imagination. | 


An original manner of conception and ex- 
7 _ preſſion, a knowledge of grammar and metre, 
nan intimate acquaintance with the paſſions 
and feelings, a correct judgment, long prac- 
; tice, much reading, and above all a good nat: 
) ural under ſtanding, are eſſentially neceſſary. | 
| Scribblers being polleffed of ſome, yet defic- 
ient in moſt of theſe requiſites, what time 
, has been ſpent, what paper has been waſted, 
. what pains have been taken, for the obtain— 
| ment of chagrin, diſappointment and ridi- 
| cuie, poverty and diſgrace. Volumes have 
; 


| opened their eyes to infamy and cloſed them 
in cternal oblivion. The world is ſtocked 


with poetry, and poetry with nonſenſe or | } 
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Satires, ſongs, ſonnets, odes, elegies, acroſ- 
tics, penegyrics, paſtorals, invocations, &c. 
with neither wit, fancy, ſweetneſs, elegance, 
pathos, beauty, ſublimity, nor ſimplicity, are 
written for amuſement and fame; printed to 
patroniſe dullneſs; read and admired by igno- 

1 rance, affectation and vanity. Poems like 
theſe frequently appear in volumes, more 
frequently in pamphlets, but without num- 
ber in magazines and newſpapers. For the 
exemplification of this, I ſhall take indiſ- 
criminately an intended elegy from a Boſton | 
paper of Nov. 1795, and point out its deficien- 
ces, in grammar, in metre, in poetical expreſ- 
Gon and conception, together with the in- 
fipidity and incoherency of the ideas. 


THE ADIEU. 


WRITTEN FROM BEACON HILL. 
THE Ons or Day, retiring in the Weſt, 
O'erſpreads with fluid gold the bluſhing 
{kies ; 
CREAT10ON ſeems to follow on for reft— 
To greet new life when Sor again ſhall riſe, 


But ſtay, O Planet of Celeſtial light 
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Let me one moment more be bleſt by you, 


© Pre you reſign to filver'd Luna, night 


To ſketch this lanſoape, and bid all adicu! 


For ah, thou cheering andunerring ray, 


Ere Luna kovers o'er the vaſt domain, 


Far from this ſpot I exit with thy day, 


Quit my loved Boſton, diſtant climes to 
gain, 


Fen now, methinks, I ſee thy parting tear, 


Rolling luxurious, thro the high arch'd dome; 
And from between yon hill thy ſmile ſo dear, 
Calms the rude breeze and gilds the ſea's 
fierce foam, 
Slow-winding CHARLES in gentle murmurs glide, 
Around, each village, autumn's beautics 
view! 
Luxurious commerce on yon eaſtern tide, 
Brings back the riches enterpriſe had due. 
Boſton majeſtic riſes up between, 
The ſeat of ſcience and undying fame; 


Where love inſpires with joy each varied 


ſcene 
Where firſt I felt the power of Cupid's 


flame ! 


Adieu! —-Sol's quiv'ring faintly ray no more, 
B 
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Plays on the ſyſtems which my qe can 
trace, 

Already Night in 40 cloaks each ſhore, 

Each Star bright twinklin g in its pearly 
grace. 

But io ! a Goddeſs from the Eaſt appears, 
And in her train each milder charm await, 
Spread their pure light, and drop their dewy 

Lars, 
As tho' they come to ſee and balm my fate. 
I greet thee, Goddeſs of the love-plaint hour, 
I greet thee, witneſs with yon village dale, 
When with Eliza in the roſeat bower 
I told my paſſion—ſhe approv'd my tale. 
Thou, Luna, then was witnels to my truth 
And oft, alas ! ſince then have cail'd on 
you : 
My woe hath robb'd me of the joys of 
youth 
My ſpirits linger ſtill my heart is true, 
Since dear Eliza broke the vow ſhe made, 
So folemn—calling on each throne above, 
To witneſs vows ſo ſacred from a maid, 
« None, none but thee, I cannot, wall not 
love!“ 
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Deareſt ELIZz Al tell me why this change, 
Why leave me thus to mourn without a. 
cauſe ! 
Have I o'erbounded virtue's chaſteſt range! 
Have I infring'd love's pureſt ſacred lau 
No II have not—but thou, Eliza, haſt ! 
Thou, and alone have broken every tie; 
Ye Gods! too true, Ei1z4 once fo chaſte, 
Has broke thoſe vows which once could 
never die 
O Poverty ! thou cauſe of this my grief 


Thy cruel hand my biils and hope's un- 
Gone | 


Riches ! { maſt invoke thy quick relief, 
Az ! would I could fit and claim her as my 


Own. 


Curſt Pride! thou nurſe of many a human 
1 


To thee, becauſe I'm poor, Eliza flies 
Far from my ſight—and drinks of thy proud 


11. 

Nor thinks that thus her wretched lover 
dies ! 
8 * % * 


But ſtop !—The parting hour 1s near at hand 
Time points his finger to the full:1owed 


— tide; 
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The weſtern breeze bounds ſwiftly , o'er the. 
land, 
And ſoon, full foon, the rolling waves 1 
ride. 
&arewell Eliza ! my friends, around, adieu 
Should Fortune bleſs me quick I ſhall re- 
turn; 
And from this feat the beauteous n 
view 
Bleſt with Eliza, whom I now muſt mourn. 
Boſton, Nov. 1795. B. 


Written from Beacon Hill.) How far from it, 
or how near to it, remains uncertain. 

O'erſpread with fluid gold the bluſhing ſkies.) 

Skies bluſhing yellow is quite a novel idea. 


Creation ſeems to follow on for reſt.) How does 


creation follow on ? 
5 


But ſl ay, oh Planet.) The ſun is not a plan- 
et. Of what is e're an abbreviation ? 


For ah thou cheering and unerring ray.) This 
ray poſſeſſes a 7car, which rolls luxurious thro 
the lagharcied dome; and a ſmile which calms 
the rude breeze betwcen @ hill, And how does 
the moon hover ? Exit is a noun, not a verb. 


Nel 17 


Slow winding Charles in gentle murmurs 
Slide Who, that has not the accurate ear 
4 of this writer, ever heard a flow winding river 
* murmur ? A poet ought to be acquainted 
ö with grammar. We find in (hug eg mor- 


wat: 1 none but thee I cannot, will not love 


cannot love none ! if ſuch was her vow, no 


* promiſe has been broken: Thou and alone have 


55 by den for haſt broken. 


E ty 


Mere love inſpires with joy each varice ſcene.) 
Here perhaps the author meant mobs, and the 
love of licentiouſneſs, 


Plays on the ſyſtems which my eye can trace.) 
What an eye this animated poet mult have, to 
trace the invifible ſyſtems of the univerſe! 


1 This jingler had ſaid, in the 3d verſe, ere 
the moon roſe he ſhould quit Boſton; but 
che goddeſs appears, and ſtill this great poeta/- 
| erling remains. But of what ſpecies are 
"theſe charms, that ſhed tears and ſeem (how 
| 1 poetically expreſſed.) 

As tho they come to ſee and balm my fate. 
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Ali would I could fit and claim her as my own. K , 
Farewell Eliza, my friends around adicu. 


The caſy flowing of thele lines, the quan- 4 
tity, accent and harmony, are ſuch as claim: 
the loudeſt note of applauſe. 


The proud rill of pride, and the bounding 4 
breezes, pleaſe for their novelty, and add 2 10 
dimple to the cheek of riſibility. | 


Theſe are only ſome of the moſt glaring | | 
improprieties. Many other grainmatical, 
logical and rhetorical errors I have omitted, bet 

but they may be caſily ſeen, The ſame wan: 
of ſpirit, that renders the performance inſip- 
id and ridicalous, is obſervable in the conduca 
of the loveſick ſwain. The frowns of his dear 
Et1za render a voyage to ſca neceſlary for 1 
the remedy of ſo direful a diſorder. Vet 
even theſe lines have their admirers. They 5k 
are read and pleaſc ; and three fourths. of the 
udents of our ALMA MATER, unleſs ſome 3 
critical friend had informed them to the con- 
trary, would ſay they are ſentimental, har- 
mouvus and elegant. ; 


1 NUMBER VIE, 

I x7 
n- NACCURACIES of thought, occaſions 
dad by a careleſsneſs, common with great 

Nt . , a 

writers in a noble frenzy of ideas, when war- 

mned with the ſubject, and anxious to com- 


Ng pleat the ſentiments, unleſs they are very fre- 


2 1 quent, the true critic always expects to find, 
+ and is never greatly diſpleaſed. They are 
Y caſily diſtinguiſhed from the cor dal blun- 
4 ders of white haired inſipidity an.! perſevering 
4 | Fl impotency. Typographical errors wil! 
wine -ometimes eſcape the cye of the moſt, vigilant 
4 editor, and the miſplacing of a letter not 
uck 3s un frequently renders a thought nonſenſical or 
r 9 unſuitable, | 
for 4 Ir is the part of a penetrating critic to diſ- 


„ tingu iſhed between the faults of haſte and 
Yet We N | : ; | 
ner the defe Qs of the underſtauding. 
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NUMBER VIII. 


+ ; | "of 4 A 
har- 3 W HILE the man, to whom the gifts | 


ef nature were only a compound of apathy 
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and dulneſs, lolls away the tedious hours ol 
a college life, unknowing and unknown ;” 
while the unfit ſons of wealth have often the 
moſt favorable opportunities to enrich their 
underſtandings ; are indulged with a fight 
of the ſtreams of literature; have the refuſal 
of many a wholeſome draught, yet negle& 
the cheering cup of pleaſing information ; 
ſee Genius at the plow or the anvil, com- 
pelled by the imperious command of Penury 
to toil away in obſcurity that life, which, if 
devoted to the muſes, might tear the laurel 
from the rival brow of a Homer, and ſhine 
as far above the wits of modern days as he 
atſhines the bards of elder time. 


Bur when the man, poſſeſſed of an un- 
conquerable awkwardneſs or impotency of 
thought, tho by friends admoniſhed of his 
diſqualifications, ſtubbornly plods for that 
learning which only renders him ridiculous, 
ſeized with the cacoethes ſcribendi, ſcrihbles 
rhime and ſtill icribbles chime, till the pa- 
tience of humanity can no longer encourage, 
and the arrows of wit wound not the unfeel- 
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ing victim ; we cannot help regretting the 
1 Partial diſtributions of fortune. 


| Tu firſt rude attempts of genius at 

eompoſition, tho incorrect, extravagant and 
| wild, diſcover what ought to be encouraged. 
4 A few years practice and attention, might 
4 unprove and ripen—Induſtry ſubducs all. 


1 MERIT ought cver to be raiſed, but am- 
1 bitious weakneſs depreſſed. 


« 459 


NUMBER XT. 


3 Mocn! has been ſaid, and much has 
been written, on ſüule. A diverſity of ſtile 
q exiſts both in poetry and proſe ; but moſtly 
* poetry. The xervous, diy, laconic, flowery, 
by Ke. are equally ſeen in both; added to which 
ih | there ariſes in poetry a great variety, which 
1 depends on the conſtruQion of poetical ſen- 


tences, the metre, tranpoſition and rhyme. 


"tas; 


| ' one is apt to degrade the file he is un- 
' "Rable to reach. One ſpeaks highly of the 
= Jeale, nature and fimplicity of Addiſon. - 


is 1 
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Another reco:mmends Gibbon and Johnſo. - 
The ſtately ftiffneſs, the labored elegance ot 
periods, wound off in rotundo, ſo common 
in Gibbon's Roman Hiſtory, are admired by 
writers, who approximate to his manner, and 


condemned by thoſe who are unable to com- 


mand a pompous grandeur of periods. The 
Prompter laughs at Doctor Johnſon : but 
his Lives of the Poets, while it diſcovers all 
the Critic, and all the Biographar, with re- 
gar to ſtile, is the firſt proſe performance in 


the Englhth } language. But the formation of 
a Hille en zages ſo much ct the attention of 1 


many, that ſentiment is often entirely ex- | 


cluded. Many meaſure the merit of a per- 
formance entirely by its ſtile. I have read 


over orations and pocms, a few obſolete obtcr- 


vations, properly repeated, diverſified ant! 
ſpun out, are ſufficient to gain admiration. 
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Sentence ſucceeds ſentence, beneath my eye, 


a gorgeous troop of dwarfs, in giant apparel. 


J would rather fee ſentiment, with not a rag I 
to her back, than ſuch an awkward abun- 
dance of fine clothes, with nobody to wear 


them. 


of 


of © 


in- 
9 giſpleaſes. And unleſs the ſentiments are 
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NUMBER X. 


| So much attention is paid and fo much 


care taken to form a flile ſimilar to ſome em- 


. 
inent writer, that the cultivation of language, 
* 

rather than of ideas, becomes the ſtudy of 
"I ” 


1 thoſe who are anxious to diſtinguiſh them- 


ſelves in the literary world. Stile is not a 
matter of ſuch importance as ſuppoſed by 
many. No man was lefs attentive to ſtile 


chan Swift; yet the proſe works of but few 


4 1 


are more admired. There is a mechanical 


manner of conſtructing ſentences, of which 


ſome have availed themſelves. The triad fo 


frequent in Johnſon's works, the inſertion of 


an adjective, before almoſt every ſubſiantive, 


© Feommencing a ſentence with a participle or 


1 adjedive, the tranſpoſition of ſentences in 


imitation of the Latins; and every one's read- 


1 
1 
Pp 


ing will furniſh him with a variety of other 


ays to raiſe and embelliſh the ideas. But 
y a continual repetition the art is ſeen and 


"7 nal to the ſtile, it reſembles a ſplendid 


„ kg 
P.& & 
£ . 
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palace without furniture, or a table of ele 
gant diſhes or rich plate but nothing to eat. 


Ix poetry, the language muſt never fal- 
ter; the dignity is loſt when it fails, whatever 
the ſentiments. But there is ſuch a charm | 
in metre and poetieal language, that the weak- | 
eſt of matter is often ſo graced in rhyme, as 


to command commendation from the uncriti- i 


cal multitude. Hence poetry becomes more 


often the refuge of dullneſs, than the tongue 
of genius. 


— — ——— VT — 1 3 "Me TO * 
* Dm 


NUMBER XI. 


Tur ſtile of Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, is 


vaſtly ſuperior to any other poetical work in 


our language. When I read Pope, Addiſon, 
Hayley, &c. I am obliged to forget Milton, 
or I cannot reliſh them. There is in Milton 0 
ſuch a nobleneſs and independence of expreſ- | 


ſion that every ſentiment ſeems an hero, com- 
manding his little company of words, ever 
ready and ſuitable, 
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| 


Tax flile of poetry is varied by tl 
rbyme. The double end or Hudibraſlic 
mere, are become quite common in writings 

12 of humor and ſatire. Butler has the honor 


er 1 invention. e 6 have been ee 


NUCMBER XII. 


8 N O rule that will univerſally hold good 
can be given for puctuation. A compleat 
2 Pen of punctuation cannot be: the end- 
in of variety in conſtructing ſentences requires 
n, is great a variety of rules. Let us not be- 
n, | heve what writers ſay, till we have examined 
ON bor ourſelves, and are convinced of its pro- 
eſ⸗ pricty. It has been ſaid that the colon is 
totally unnecellary. Where is the 1mpro- 


3 


hrieiy of its uſe in the following examples ? 
; C 


* 


26 MISCELLANEOUS 


® CusrTing lately made a requiſition of 

reinforcements for his army : Pache informed 
the military committee of this &c.“ 
| Moore's Journal. 


Sou dreaded the evils, which impended 
a total alteration of government: ſome were 
the perſonal friends of the fallen majeſty of K 
France.” French Revolution. it 


„Sou of our vegetables deſerve a par- 
ticular deſcription, on account of their un- wit 
common properties: thus the Bayberry 1s MN 
diſlinguiſhed by a fine perfume.” © 

Milliams's Hiſtory of Vermont. 


Tur ipſe dixit of the critic, who would u 
annihilate the colon for the ſake of being 3h 
called a profound grammarian, is not always 5 
to be believed in preference to the impartial 
evidence of reaſon and propriety. 8 


Id punctuation, the univerſal rule is— 


to make the ſenſe clear and the ſentences har- 


monious to the ear, 


q Sr. 27 


4 had 
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1 NUMBER XIII. 


1 Tur arts of embelliſhing poetry are 
| | innumerable. Some men devoid of genius 
= endeavor to become pocts by art. Vol- 
umes are read; lines are remembered; tranſ- 
poſitions, aliterations, figures Ke. With a 
it heteroneous collection of unmethodiſed aſſiſt- 
ants one ſallies into rhyme ; ſcrapes an unmele 
1 come acquaintance with the muſes; is inſen 
5 hble of the coolneſs with which he is WS? : 
waves the banners of poctry, and conſiders 
3 himſelf as one of the ſirſt bards of the age. 
1 Ochers, poſſeſſed of real genius, having never 
made themſelves acquainted with the orders 
| | and regulations of criticiſm,often e and 
5's 1 inelegantly expreſs the ſublimeſt of ſenti- 
= ments. 


NUMBER XIV. 


1 | HE great alterations that have been 
wade in Orthrography have been of much 
vantage to beginuers and foreigners : but 
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the improvement of the art ought to be more P 
thoroughly attended to and underſtood, I 'Y 
impoſe on myſelf the following ſimple, uni- g 
verſal rule, viz : that all words 'ought ever a 
to be divided as pronounced; and all the 
letters, or combination of ſigns to expreſs 4 ' 
ſounds, ought ever to be joined to that ſylla- % 
ble to which they naturally belong. 4 


Wu I ürſt attended ſchool, words end- 
ing in tion, fron, &c. were ſpelt as two ſylla- WH 
bics. The reformation was not complete 
when theie were united in one. 


Wr approve of, and believe true, too 1 
much of what we are taught, for habit has 15 
often the force of nature. In the word viſion, 
$ has the ſound of zh, and i that of y; and 
the ſound of zh is in the firſt ſyllable; the * 


word ought therefore to be divided thus, vi. 4 
ion. ol 
| 4 
T has ſometimes the found of sh, but 


1 
never of zh. Edition ought to be divided s 


c- dit- ion: certainly if t has the ſound of ſh, 
it !hould be joined to the ſecond ſyllable, as 
there 1t 15 pronounced, 
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NUMBER XV. 


C HAS often the found of ſh, it is ab- 
} furd to divide the word mathematician as it 
| vſually is : the ſoun of ſh belongs to the 
penult, and the word ought therefore to be 
divided, math-e-ma-tic-ian, So of all thoſe 
words, prec-ious, ſpec-1al, vit-ious, defic- 
ient, offic-ial &c. The letter U ſounds often 
like W. A child is very wrongly taught to 
divide words thus: e-qui-ty, in- i- qui-ty, &c. 
inſtead of eq-ui-ty, in- q- ui- ty. U is ſome 
times ſilent after q, as in the words, liquor, 
laquey &c. which ought to be divided, liq- 
or, laq-uey. 


4 WHERE i has the ſound of y, words ought 
„ to be divided thus: fol-io, jun-ior, un-ion, 
> bdell-ium, mill-ion, Will-iam &c. 


big Ir maſters either conſulted the philoſo- 
*} phy of orthography, or the caſe of learners, 
. many of ſuch abſurd ways of dividing words 
ab would be neglected. 
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NUMBER XVI. 


y V ORDS ought never to be pronounc- 


ed differently in reading from converſation. 
I cannot conceive why any ſhould ſo rigidly 


adhere to the old faſhioned way of pro- A 
nouncing words, contrary to the dictates of * 
common ſenſe and univerſal cuſtom. There 15 
is ſcarcely a man in the United States, Who 4 
Pronounces the word, loved, in common if 
converſation, as two ſyllables. Since the 
days of Sternhold and Fe pkins, ſcarce a man i | 
has admitted in metre, this obſolete method #9 
of pronunciation, and no words ought cver it 
to be pronounced in poetry differently from 
proſe. We may with as much propriety a3 
continue the ſolemn file of thou, thee, | 


lmiteſt, eateth, &c. in daily ble a (te, as lov- 
cd, aſham- ed, &c. 


— — . ram — * 
. . * 


NUMBER XVII. 


Ir is ſtrange that one gramrrarian ſhould 6 


lo greatly improve on the works of another, 


N . 
ed bebe A > 
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and yet let paſs unnoticed many of the moſt 
Todes errors. Words, (lays ALEXAN- 
Rs grammar) are divided into ten claſſes.“ 
Nie may with as much propriety divide them 

into fifty claſſes as ten. He makes what is 
4 Wuſually called the pronoun, a diſtinct part 
4 of ſpeech. His excellency for a governor, his 
F majefey for a king, are as much pronouns as 
ie ſac, Jou, it, &c. Half an hour's reflection 


391 


b [> ſaid of the hs "X is only a vari? - 
. 
tion of the verb. 


— —— . —--] — 


NUMBER XVIII. 


Ir was an old maxim with regard to pro- 
nunciation—Usvs EST NORMA LOQUENDI— 
b in oppoſition to which tis aſſerted that all 
% words ſhould be pronounced as {pelt,—The 
rules claſhing, the maſter is unable to vindi- 
Cate his pronunciation before his ſchool. The 
1d er. inquires how the word one is pronounced. 
r, il Joa being informed wun, he demands the 


©" 
(TS 
15 


i 

5 
1 
* 

£ 1 
2 

5 . 
. * | 

* 


5 7 
4 7 
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pronunciation of tone. The difference off 
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| 1 "3 
be Ane him, and he has nf 


REM the letters. will not give him. 


Tus proper regulation is: to pronounce #: 
words as uſually pronounced by men of po- 
lite education. 


_ESSAYS—MORAL axv HUNMOROUS. 


NUMBER 1. 


A LONG and heavy purſe is one of | 7 
the greateſt ornaments, that graces the per- Y 
ion of the fop, the ſeeker of public honors, 7 
the politician, the knave and fool. By its 


* 


rolled no less than * years ; whole beau-| 
ty would ſcarce engage the attention of any | : 
one of the homelieſt ſons of Adam ; who has 
long fince reſigned to the ſteady and certain 
power of old age, every charm, of which ſhe | 
might poſſibly be pollefled ; whoſe rotten 1 1 
teeth proclaim the ravages of time ; whoſe 


4 
os, <4 —_ £ 
* — 9 


o * r — * 
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N 
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Sy 


* 4 


3 : awboned limbs and paper lips have long been 


01 ; the diverſion of the curious; whole under- 
il * anding never ſoared above the level of the 
TC 


unlettered jackaſs. I ſay, by the aſſiſtance of 


1 laid purſe, ten thouſand charms hover round 


her withered face; unnumbered graces pleaſe 


ace # in every word, 00 every act. She becomes 


Tur man, not indebted to the partial 
= hand of nature for the gifts of ſuperior talents ; 
not indebted to a ſchool dame for even a 
= knowledge of his alphabet; who has never 


< 
* 


er- 
| jj = protaned the ſeat of letters with his uncome- 


5 
*- 8 
* * 


* 


ly preſence ; by the upholding afſiſtance of 


1 3 ſaid long purſe, purſues his path to honors 
2 5 and emoluments. The world's loud plaudit 
17 5 is his. He ſecures the ſuffrages Gig elec- 
by oer. | His vices are gone into a cloud, and 
2 A his fotbles and weakneſs, the eye of mankind 
2 rekuſes to behold. He rides in the chariot 
a of luxury. He takes the higheſt ſeats in 


he ſynagogue. The vulgar gape with aſton- 
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iſhment; but the wiſe wonder at the great. | ; 


neſs of ſo little a man. 
W:ru the dull eye of uniformed fim- 
plicity ; with a phiz that demonſtratively dif- 


covers unbounded ignorance, and extenſive * 
nothingneſs; ſupreme ſelf conceit, and a ſu- 5 
premely inferior underſtanding; ſee the lover 
of CuxsTERTIE ILD, ankious to diſplay thoſe 65 
excellences which were never his own, quit WM 


the garret of ſafe obſcurity, and the means of 
an honeſt life, to get himſelf a name among 
the fools of the nation. Ile has drawn a 


thouſand dollars in a lottery, and his head i 


is filled with ten thouſand notions: While 
the poor widow aſks in vain for an inch of a 


r N 
ry — 4 - 8 2 " 
op 22 3 | 
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candle, or an ounce of bread; pounds of tal- 


low, and pecks of flower, are waſted on his 


head. His waiſtcoat is white ſatin, and the 


cape of his coat ſtands not upright. His hat 
leans tv. - 2: ſun; and his cance flouriſhes im- 
portance He has forſaken the adze or the 
lledge, and eats his beefſtake at Fobes' tavern, 
or julien's hotel. He may be ſeen in the 
front box at the theatre, applauding wha' 
others applaud, and hiſſing what others con- 
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bat. A mn; converfing on the merits of CuugER- 
F ax D,ordeſcanting on the beauties of SHAK Es- 
= 1 ZARE. An oath ſanctions each ſentence, and 
git. he ſwears with a grace, He ogles the fair at 
4 25 z diſtance, and the fair at a diſtance admire, 
fu- 1 ancy declares he dreſſes neatly, and SyIvIA 
ver | Eſwears he is a pretty fellow. He writes 
oſe 5 acroſtics, and who ſhall not adore him? He is 


uit jr full of repartees, tho his repartees are empty 


of | of all wit. His awkward manners are only 
no che eccentricity of genius. His proſuſeneſs 


a Wis but a generoſity of ſoul ; and his want of 
ad learning is only his modeſty in literature. 
le WF His character js raiſed by frequenting the 


55 north end; for, to the ſhame of common ſenſe, 


1 3 

in the eye of many a fair, a rake is no bleni- 
IIS 

_ iſh the reputation of a lover. But he has 
1C ; 

. eaten the pancake of his property. His 
1 tayler ſends him a dun, and his barber 
* wiſhes to ſettle. When ſhall his creditors 
. ceale from troubling, or where ſhall the fool 
3 


e find reſt? His money has firayed from his 
pocket, and he pawns his purſe for the pay- 
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of his glory, and ſo be it to him that finds b 
riches and gets not widom therewith, - 


NUMBER I. 


ARGUMENTS IN FAVOR or WAR. 


I N turning over the eternal pages of ſac- A 
red Hiſtory; ve are enabled to collect ſome 
few hints about the firſt war, that ever was 
undertaken, namely, the wars of heaven. 2 
That this war was a bleſſing to mankind 
may be proved from the authority of the 
knowing & divine Mir rox; for tho ſome of 
the fooliſh angels were rather worſted in the 
encounter, yet Tays he, to ſupply the place 
of thoſe that were ſent to chew their brim- 
ſtone in miſery, and to repeople the abode of 
thoſe, whoſe places at their departure now 
beeame vacant, heaven thought fit to create 
a new world, and a new ſet of beings, called 
man; and certainly man's exiſtence was a 
bleſſing, or it would never have been grant- 

- ed, 
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Wu, from the boſom of ſavage bar- 
parity began to ariſe ſocicties and kingdoms ; 
when man left the field of hunting and be- 


norant; all would have been on a level with 
che beaſts ; all would have been as ſavage as 
"3 ie tygers they hunted. War brought con- 
Zqueſt, conqueſt reduction, reduction obedi- 
ence, obedience emulation, emulation envy 
and malice, and malice again brought war. 
The tranſition has been conſtant and always 
u remain. 


a4 


War carries of the dregs of ſociety. 

= How many, whoſe lives are a curſe to the 
world and themſelves, ſacak out of exiſtence 
with all the honors of heroes defending their 


of 1 Fountry. We all muſt have our exit; and 

W ir the great day of reckoning what will be the 

te iffference, whether we die by the dag g3e1 

| 1 the dungeon, or the diſentery ? To ho 

a Wound of the trumpet flock the lovers from 
"UE 

t- 1 the frowns of the fair, an ruſh indifferent! 


to glory or death, At the ound of the 
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trumpet flock the diſappointed ſtateſman, the 
ambitious youth, and the veteran hero. The 
loud clangor of the horn, the piercing ſhrill- 
nels of the fife, the animating pulſe of the 
drum, the ſadden whiz of the bullet, the ex- 
ploſion of the deep gulleted cannon, the 
ether filled with ſmoke, the dying groans of 
the wounded, the ſpouting blood, the clot- 
ted gore, and the mountains of departed ene- 


mies, are objects, that yield the ſublimeſt | 
ideas, that give the mind the moſt horrid | 


ſatistaction, that waken revenge, puſh to glory, 
honor and happineſs. Such is man, and in 
ſuch barbarous ſcenes his ſoul delights, and 
that which he delights in is his bleſſing. 


War has been an eſtablifhed kind of di- 
verſion from the remoteſt days of antiquity ; 
and would it not be highly latirizing the wil- 
dom of mankind, to lay that from time im- 
memorial they have been ignorant of their du- 
ty or have not fully known that war was a 
manly, rational entertainment and exerciſe, 
from the floth and luxury of peace ? Moreo- 
ver, by a long continuance in the army, a 

loldier may learn an caſy addreſs, a graceful | 
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9 'F ſtep, an eaſy ſwim of movement, and a reg- 


, I ularity of deportment, which may gain bim 
42 7 


i much honor among the ladies, in an aſſem- 


dl bly, or at a town mecting. 
R . * 
ne 1 Look at the Cruſades, fee Europe, warmed 


[Ti 
of with the ſacred fire of devotion, all gallop- 


4 
t- Ming over to Aſia, to recover the holy land 
e- Acro. 1 the hands of wicked iniidels. To dic 
t ' ſuch a cauſe muſt be the greateſt happt- 
id In neſs, and to live, if poible, ſtill greater. 


1 


ry 

in of I s4ALtL conclude with a folemn invocas 
9% 

10 ion, that the time may {oot avpro: 4c! 1, when 


N = 


the voice ofÞpcace all no more be heard in 


Your borders, when every man ſhall lift up his 
: or Jagainſt his neighbor; when the prun- 
ing z hook ſhall be beat up into ſpears, and 
i he ploughſhare into daggers ; the ſhovel and 
n ongs into ſwords and cutlaſſes; old iron 
into fieldpieces, and old pewter into bullets ; 
and that wars, fightings, bloodſhed, devaſta- 
1 ion and deſtruction, ſhall fo overrun thc 
5 world, that the whole human race may fin- 
5 


is Wally be extirpate.l from exiſtence, 
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NUMBER 10, 


80 numerous and unreſtrained are 


„ OY 


thoſe rougher paſſions of the ſoul, tha: 


mat. 


inveigle tue ear of mankind from the ne: glect ed 
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voice of reaſon and conſcience, that while we 


cxerciſe our commiſerat ion we may iu a great 


2 7 
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— 
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meaſure ſappreſs our aſtoniſhment, when Wwe 


— 


lee men fo arzioufly ſolicitgus to wield ths 8 
ſceptre of power, orloll in the chariot of lax- 
ury, with all their concomitant diſeaſes, and 
Cares, 


. ITT, 
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* 
How often do we {ce men, without one 


44%" Pr Ra 
"1 „ 


longing or regretful look, abandon the humble 
vale of competence, deſert the abodes of con- 
tentment, and forever forget the quiet couch 
of repoſe, and the very boſom of peaceful 
enjoyment, to climb the cragoy ſteeps of H 
perilous ambition, never ſecuce from the 
deluſive windings of error, and the poiſonous ©: 
bites of the ſerpents of envy, and ever look- | 
ing with an eye of fearful apprehenſion on 5 
the rocks of infamy and diſgrace beneath, I 
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4 Wi ſeldom take a retroſpective view of 
. our whole attention is ſeldom employ- 
ed about preſent objects, but with a prophet- 
he eye we ſcan futurity, and contemplate 
ul ſcenes of honor and enjoyments; but after 


i having ſpent the whole of our lives in fruit- 
ech endeavoring to graſp the diſtant ignis 


bt | fatuus, on our death beds we perceive it to 
5 be only the vapor of diſappointment. But 


9 competence, unſolicitous of honors, unam- 


2 mn ©) bitivus of wealth, lie more true pleaſures 
44 
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15 and enjoyments, than under the tiara of 
in papal ſanctity, the crowns of monarchs ſur- 
ne FX rounded with flattering courtiers, the fame 
ble 7 of philoſophers with ſyſtems ill received, or 
£ + the favorites. of A»0110, perſecuted by igno- 
3 rant critics, or led by the hand of poverty 
1 


tu! to the cold, damp manſions of the gloomy 


% 4 


* > us 


of © 9 priſon. 

he 4 Hz is the philoſopher, who can look 
us down with indignation on an ALEXANDER, 
K- 5 who unmoved by even the whiſpers of am- 


bition, ean ſee with indifference others run 
the wearying race of glory and riches: to 
: | _ D 
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4» 
him the vale is more ſplendid than the pal- | 
ace; to him the frugal board is ſweeter chan 
the laviſh tables of luxurious emperors ; and ; 
the ſubjection of his paſſions imparts more 
delight than the ſubjection of armies. To 
him nature appears in lovlier charms, con- 
ſcience approves, and rewarding heaven 
imiles on all his endeavors. 7 


No point of glory or of wealth can put 1 
period to the deſires of the avaricious. Tho 
on the top of Andes he fill wiſhes to aſcend. 
Tho India yield him all her ſtores he till 
covets more. Tho half inankind were obe- 
dient to his eye, his progreſs is not ſtopped 
ill all are under ſubjection. Here reaſon Þ 
forſakes him, the nobler virtues of the foul | 


„ 
, ami * 
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withdraw their influence, while the rough | be 
and wilful paſſions bear ſull ſway, tempta - 5 

tion prompts to every act of injuſtice, and | 1 
Erutality marks all his proceedings. With | | 
ail the laſhes of an awakened conſcience, and | 4 | 
with all the cumberſome appendages of | 
wealth and grandcur, he drags on the heavy 


$ 

load of exiſtence, till the yawning grave gapes | 
8 3 | F 

$0 receive the avaridious monſter. Yet ſuch 


# 
: | 7 
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pal. | 1 monſters would be half mankin d, could they 
han a only obtain a gratification of their unbound 


ed wilhes. 
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NUMBER IV. 
o 


Defaming as impure what God declares 
Pure. 
MILTON, 


| Sylvia is a lady of great delicacy. 
Tho "i She once ſaw a louſe, and immediately faint- 
ad, bl 7 
| 


ed away. The ſight of a beggar turns her 
4 ſtomach. If a man whole rank is not equal to 
by her own attempts to kiſs her, ſhe ſcreams and 
leaves the room. The mentioning of a wo- 
i man's ſhift is couſidered by her as an outrage 
þ '6 on decency. 


Hex petticoat once got unpined at an 
aſſembly, and fell on the floor: had the 
heavens been cruiking together, the couſtern— 
ation would not iave been greater Man that 
© which was occaſioned by this fatal cataſtro- 
phe, and the howlings of agony, that rent 
the boſom of alfected delicacy. 


Is antient times a lady could ſay breeckes, 
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of late they are called mall clothes; but 
SYLVIA always calls them modeſty garments. 


Bur SYLvia's real modeſty was finally 


determined tothe ſatisfaction of all. Her lap 
dog was paying his addreſſes to a lady of 4 


the fame ſpecies; and, (mira, ile dictu,) 
SYLVI1A was ſeen peaking thro a broken pane 
of glaſs to obſerve their conduct. 


Tas ſame kind of affected delicacy ob- 


tains in ſome meaſure among critics, If a 
ſtudied chaſtity of language rehnes away the 
meaning into. nonſenſe, tis admired. 


Ciastity reſts in the ſoul, not on the 
tongue. Yect the tongue ſhould always be 
under ſubjection. InJecent puns, convey- 
ing ideas far more immodeſt than the word 
breeches, are uttered almoſt every evening on 
the ſtage ; yet the ladies more often {mile 
than hold their heads down. 


> 


NUMBER V.. 


8 W HY do men forſake the ſimple 
dictates of nature? Affectation is really more 
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but i ilguſling to a man of ſenſe than death, 
8. A The lover muſt ſigh, plead and intreat, be- 
Ily 1 fore tlie 1 one will menen a reciproci- 
Jap ty of alfetion. A coquette is a da:nnable 
of ching and ought to be hated more than 2 


thief, Why catrt a young lady, to whom a 
man has long paid his addreſſes, honeſtly 


A avow her opinion and intentions. I have 


3 TJ known a woman keep ſeven lovers in ſuſpeule, 
29 ſix years, when ſhe had no choice, and never 
5 expected to huſband either of them. An 
5 osling eye towards one, a gentle ſqueeze of 
hy 1 the hand for another, a kindneſß to the third 


AF 


&c. till finally Sure them became old bach- 


ſixth died of the diſorder, the ſeventh went 


bg fo the Eaſt Indies and has never been heard 
gol lince, 


vi 
el lors, the fifth married a better wife + the 
7 
© 


2 n , 
8 


%. 

Tus lady is now fifty years old, and has 
I not been ſparked theſe twenty years. Not 
1 conſidering how convenient a thing a huſband 


is in a houſe, and how apt to take many « 
Hound of trouble from tlie load of life, ſhe neg- 
lected the golden opportunity, and lives a 
= | conſpicuous. ſcarecrom to vanity and affecta- 
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tion. Vet even now ſhe appears young, at 


leaſt to kerſelf. Should any man be ſo un- 
polite as to aſk her age, ſhe modeſtly owns 


that ſhe has juſt paſt her thirtietſi year, and 
mult now be ranked among old maids. And, 
really, her falſe hair becomes her ſo well, that 
if men never judged of her age from her 
teeth, few would be undeceived. But the 
fire of her cycs has departed, the bloom of 
her check has forſaken her : yet, like all old 
maids and old bachelors, ſhe calls muc's of the 
comforts of a fingle l fe. 


— —— 2 — — 


NUMBER VI. 


Music, whether conſidered as a ſource 
of pleaſure and rational entertainment, or 
as an ennobling duty in religious ſocieties, 
may with propriety be denominated the 
{ſweeteſt role in the garden of the polite arts. 
It has little connection with any of the other 
arts except poetry, between theſe there is the 
cloſeſt affinity. 


ExcELLyxcy in muſic depends on the 
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| W natural delicacy and conformity of the or- 
1 gans. The ſame may be ſaid with regard 
to a nice and intimate knowledge of accent, 
quantity and harmony, in poetic num 
5 bers. | 


; © * 
As eminence in theſe aris depends prt- 


er marily on nature, and ſecondly on a ſuitable 
ne cultivation of original powers, it has bcen the 
07 lot of but a proportionably {mall part of man- 
Id kind to diſtinguiſh themſelves very greatly 
ne : in the world. Hence many a Hax DET 
| 5 never touched an organ; and many a Mir- 
© cox never learned to read. 
7 Though few perſons ever become mice 
2 and accurate judges of muſic, yet the pleal- 
i a ure derived from it is almoſt univerſal. There 
* 5 are however ſome, whoſe ſouls ſeem to har- 
. : monize with nothing but diſcord, who re- 
a ceive not the leaſt ſatisfaction from the belt 
EZ muſical performances in the world: but 
A we may lay with Shakeſpeare. 


| The man, 
* Who is not moved with concord of ſweet ſounds, 


* Is fit for treaſons, ftratagems and ſpoils ; 
& That i is, he's fit to be a Jacobin. 
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A wrorfct of muſic may in ſome. lende 4 b 


. 


be conſidered a negle& of moral duty. The 1 
ruder principles of muſic are found in many ml 
of the brutal and inferior parts of creation, 0 
The feathered ſongſters, while ſporting from pL 
Wray to ſpray, chant forth their Maker's 7 
praiſe. The readbreaſt mourns in ſolitary W 
ſtrains her abſent mate : or when ſome un- 1 
lucky boy has robbed her neſt, and from her 5 
love and protection torn ber tender young 1 ö 
ſhe flutters round; and in the muſical moan 5 
of grief and deſpair, curſes the wretch, and 5 | 
bids and begs the pilfering hand to ſpar: 3 
her unfledged offspring. The humming F 
bird has wake in his wings. The beauti— 15 
ful Canary elings to the grates of his unwel | 
come priſon ; and, in notes of lively horror. | 
ſeems to implore, at leaſ.—the liberty of hel 
yard, Nor birds alone. The regal bn 
17 


ſtalks his lordly round, and pours his thun 8 
dering * to diftant eben, In vain e 


cry, alks the unfecling N21 to ſtay 5 
hand. Nay, even the ſurly bullfrog of the 
mea "ow, in bomely, yet regular notes, con · 
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i zratulates his companions afar off, and ban- 
| ? iſbes the ſolemn ſilence of the ſummer's night. 
13 \nd ſhall man, endowed with ſuch ſuperior 
oi aculties, and capable of heaving to the high- 
eli pitch of human perfection the powers of 
harmony, ſhall man be ſilent? 


Ix all nations and all ages of the world, 
| attention has ever been paid to muſic. Its 
Arft appearance, we may ſuppoſe, was exhih- 


5 ited in the rude tunes of the ſhepherd while 
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7 diet his flock, or in ſongs ſung to celc— 
rate the triumphs of a victor, or the down- 
fal of a hero. ” 


. Tur general regard that is now paid to 
& muſic gives us the higheſt reaſon to believe 
| + that this country, ere long, will not bluſh at 
| 4 2 compariſon with the elder nations of the 
2 world. While the Columbian mule 1s lead— 
ing her ſons to the pinnacle ol poetical excel- 
1 lence, equal in height to the Grecian or Ro- 

man name; we hope the ſiſter art of muſic 
. vill not be flow in gathering her votaries, 
EN, and diffuſing thoſe charms of which ſhe is ſo 
t, amply poſſeſt. Wherever a genius for muſic. 


50 FTA MISCELLANEOUS 


is found, it deſerves our greateſt encourage= | 


ment. Shall we be inattentive to its beauties 
and excellencies, while according to MiLToN, 


the very demons in the infernal regions con- 


ſoled by its powers their horrid condition, and 
ſolaced by the notes of the harp, their grief 
and torment, while Satan, on the grand expe- 
dition of Adam's ruin, was exploring his way 
thro Chaos and old night, 


„ Others more mild, 

% Retreated in a filent valley, ſung 

„Wich notes angelical io many a harp, 

© Their own heroic deeds and hapleſs fall 

u By doom of battle, | 

* Their ſong was partial, but the harmony 

© {What could it elſe when ſpir'ts immortal fing *; 

* Suſpended Hell, and toe k with raviſhment 

The thronging audience,” 


NoTrinG can exceed the vivacity and 
ſweetneſs which muſic receives when accom- 
panied with female voices. And nothing 
gives ſo much of the celeſiza! to the ume 
charms and excellences of the fair as ſkill in 
this raviſhing art. The lover may gaze with 
rapture on the beauties of his fair one, but 
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| Y when ſoft muſic glides from her mellifflu- 
Jous tongue, he catches the ardor of angels, 
; and his boſom ſwells with ecſtacy. 


. Tus towering notes of the ccunter, the ſwel- 
5 ling ſound of the tenor, the ſhrill animating 
8 treble, the grand majeſtic baſs, all conſpiring in 
glorious concord, afford the ſoul ſuch rapture 
| asthe tongue is unable to deſcribe. Such 
© pleaſing ſounds throw off our cares, exalt our 
expectations, baniſh our anxieties, add ecſta- 
ey to love, and awaken the moſt grateful and 
tender emotions of the breaſt. Such are the 
| powers of the various modulations of harmony. 
Is it not then ſtrange that ſo little attention 
is paid, and fo little pains taken in many 
ſocieties to become proficients in ſo divine an 


art? One reaſon we may aſſign. In many 
places, ſome elderly people, who, when 


Wo 


young. had attended to ſome particular tunes, 
once much in vogue, for which they ſtill re- 
tain a ſuperſtitious fondnets, continue to praiſe 
the Dr r, in {trains of naſal tuang, offenſive to 


n 


. 4.6 
29 


iT TK, . * * 
r 


the ears of common delicacy. They remain 
ſtrangers to any innovations or improve 
ments, to which they have not leiſure or in- 
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elinationto attend. The tunes they uſe are the F x 
{ame their good old grandmothers ſung in = 
their youth ; and thus, having gained a kind} 4 
of hereditary approbation, ſtill ſtand high in 74 
their opinion. Thus the verfſication of che 2 
plalms by Sternhold and Hopkins, as they 5 
were a long time printed at the end ofthe = 
bible, led many to believe that the very rhymes if | 
were indited by inſpiration. tence it was th 
with the greateſt diſhculty that the fooliſh | 4 A 
prejudice of many could be fo far overcome, : þ 
as to introduce in our churches the far ſupe-| 7 
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rior verſiſication of Tate and Brady, or Watts. 
And, not many years ſince, the introduction 
of the pitchpipe, and the raiſing and falling 
of the hands for the pretervation of time, were b 


by many conſidered as uſeleſs and unhappy 1 


ceremonies, tending in a great meaſure to in- 
troduce Popery among us. 


INSsTAUMuEN TAL muſic is certainly a great 
addition to vocal, and has the happieſt effect 
upon it. Yet there are ſonie, even to this 
day, who are unwilling to admit into public 


worſhip the baſs viol, which adds ſo much ſo- 
lemnity to vocal muſic. The reaſon prot- - 


1 


the Mered by ſome is, that the baſs viol looks ſo 
„ ; 2 
in znuch like the common violin, and the common 


ind ¶ p iolin is commonly called a fiddle, and a ſid- 
Ale is commonly made uſe of to aſſiſt in danc- 


in 

the ing; therefore, the baſs viol in religious ſoci- 
=_—_ . | 

1cy eties would be apt to make the young men 

the 


and women think of a fiddle, and a fiddle 


* 


7 


vould lead to dancing: and thus carry their 


Wi att, 


houghts from religious meditations to danc- 


* 
* 


Was x; 
11h Fang, fiddling, and other worldly and unſuita- 


* 


. 


ne, ble contemplations. For which reaſons the 
pe- paſs viol is by them inadmiſſible. Arguing 
tts. Ethus—why ſhould a man carry his legs to 
on b meeting on ſunday, when perhaps thoſe ſame 
as 5 legs carried him to a tavern the day before? 
ere The truth is, a man's legs may be of great 
Fervice to him on ſunday as well as week days; 
| fo may the violin contribute greatly to the 
innocent amuſements of dancing, and yet add 
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ſolemnity to church muſic in the houſe of 
ol. 
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NUMBER VIL1. "3 


; 00) ASHION eſtabliſhes a thouſand ri 
diculous praQices. I have doubted whether|# 
nature teaches the ſhaking of hands on find- 1 
ing a friend that has been abſent. It is as 
cuſtom of four thouſand years Ganding. At 


the fiege of Troy, Homer fequently mentionsMlf 


it, One of my neighbors, who ſees me gen" i 


POR as to put my wriſt frequently 1 i | 
great pain. I ſee no propriety in this prac- = 
tice. Were it cuſtomary on ſinding a friend 0 
to kick his ſhins, who would be backward in 
following the faſhion ? And there is in nature 3 
as much propriety in one practice as the 
other. | 


Was is the neceſſity of holding up the 


hand when taking an oath? Iſaac laid his 
linger on Abraham's thigh. Why ſhould not 1 
a man as ſoon hold up his leg as his hand 


. 
when he {wears ? Goo looks at the ſincerity 


of che heart, not at the hand nor the leg. 
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Tax cuſtom of drinking healths is not 
f eue fooliſh, as it anſwers no good purpoſe 
Wot is a plague. Many a good drink of cid- 
ger I've loſt in preference to diſturbing a table 
of gueſts by wiſhing them health. Some- 
times Col. P. —, who is exceſſively polite, 
lj BY has not been out of Boſton, that ſink of 
| N Hopproak more than two years, takes hold 
of the tankard and begins Mr. your 
= 4 e health, Mr. yours, and Mr. till I find 

4 it is coming to me, and I am obliged to 


ſvallow a mouthful of roaſt beef, before it is 
+ © half chewed ; and ſometimes it is my t arn to 
1 Hay „ thank you, fir,” before it is half 
1 down, and then out comes the beef on my 
plate again. This laſt practice is growing out 
1 Hof uſe, and I hope will ſoon be diſcontinued. 
| « Did not ſo many fools love to diſtinguiſh 
Whemſel ves by their oddities, as a man of rea- 
Won I ſhould diſuſe ſome of theſe filly cuſtoms, 
hill | 5 People being more apt to imitate the manners 

3 pe great than of we men; I ſhall leave it to 


A 


W 
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NUMBER VIII. 
£ ; 


. Rrrrririox of old maxims often an- 
ſwers a good purpoſe. I don't like to hear 
a clergyman repeat his text an hundred times, 
however, in a forenoon's diſcourſe. The 
Lay Preacher is an admirable writer as well 
as myſelf, but he repeats his text too often, 
and interperſes his ſermons with too many 
quotations for a writer, whoſe fertility of in- 
vention would ſupply him with ſentences far 
ſuperior to thoſe which his univerſal reading 


affards. 


Contentment is better than riches, This is 
my text. Ponder it well, and there will be 
no neceſſity of repeating it. When 1 was at a ; 
college, a rich claſſmate could give a Profeſ- 
for a beaver hat, and he in return deliver an 
Enplith oration. I was poor, but contented N | 
myfelf with the thoughts of being able to 
write a better one, tho I could not buy it, : 8 
Riches may lead a man to high offices, with ta 
nothing elſe to recommend him; but will ! 
neither teach him common ſenſe, nor pre- 2) 


1 ſerve him from contempt. Money ſeldom 
accompanies merit, I would not alviſe a 
man to be very rich. It expoſes him to very 
many inconveniences. Tis a plague to a 
| viſe man. Get enough to live on comforta- 
Wbly, to treat your friends with, and lend a 
{ little to the poor, and Heaven will pay you 


* 
r 


i r 
n 


= 8 n a 1 


ompound intereſt. Be contented and eaſy 
with a little, for with bags full you cannot be 
more than contented. 


Ir you have a ſcolding wife, and can't 
555 her tongue ſtill till ſhe is in the grave, 
Ibe contented; for you might as well try to 


8 
& 3x; 


remove mountains as to prevent tt, 


* 
2 


7 


r 


">? 


& Ir your huſband gets drunk at the tavern 
44 reproof anſwers no end: don't whine and 
ry : let him go till he kills himſelf and look 
Put better next time, for another huſband. 


Mg £ bs Fe N 
1 


Ix you have ſent a blunderhead to Con- 
Worels, you muſt either tie his legs at the next 
Welhion, or make a better choice at the next 


| 1 lection. 
1 
1} 


Ir you are writing an eſſay, feel dull, 
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and know not what to fay—quit it immedi- 

ately. | 
: * == | SF. 
| NUMBER 1X. 


| Parua dioes ni guas tulerat 
Natale ſolum, non norat ofes. 


SeExrcaA, 


| A happy little was his wealth ; and nought, 
Beyond the produce of his fi.lds he ſought, 


- 


I PASSED by the door of a very rich 
man. To ſupply his coffers, the widow had 
been defrauded ; the face of the poor had 
been ground. His houſe was elegant and 
coltly ; his gardens and his orchards were 
delightſul. Every thing appeared calculated 
to communicate happineſs, But peace nev- 
er dwelt in his habitation, nor was his con- 
ſcience ever free from reproof. The fon of 
his benefactor was the loweſt menial of his 
kitchen, The virgins whom he had deprived 
of their chaſtity, were become common proſ- 
titutes. The ſordid ambition, the baſe pleaſ- 
ure of accumulating property, not to aſſiſt 


his neighbors, not to henefit a friend, not to 
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2 promote the happineſs of ſociety, conſtitated 
his enjoyment. | 

| AsI was riding by, I ſaw his dog on his 
door ſtone; I was immediately led into a 


; train of refleQions on the dog and his maiter. 
The dog ever performed the duty of his ſta- 


tion according to the beſt of his knowledge 
and abilities, and always appeared contented 
and bleſt, The maſter never did any thing 
right, but thro miſtake or to benefit his in- 


. tereſt. Is it not rational to believe the dog 
4 che happieſt and moſt noble of the two ant- 
d mals. 

% Tus next houſe I palſed by was that of 
1 a man who was the owner of a ſmall farm. 


© His children were barefoot, playing round 
= the door; his wife was ſpinning, and he in- 
duſtriouſly at work on his farm. He was 
always ealy, always in good ſpirits, 
always contented. His land was well 
cultured, and ſupplied him with moſt 
F of the neceſſaries of life. The rich man 
with all his lands, his farm, &c. received not 
half ſo much oſ the good things of this world 


— — — — 
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- great grandfather had left an entailed eſtate, 


as he: for tho he raiſed much he could eat 
only his own ſhare ; and it was his greateſt 
mortificaiion, that he was unable to gorman- 


dize himſelf the whole produce of his acres. 
» ONT 


- 


NUMBER X. 


PROVERBS, 11th, 16th. 
A gracious woman retaineth honor; and flrons 


men riches, F 


| I HAVE ſometimes wiſhed that my 


and I ſhould not as now, be obliged to earn 


my bread with ſo much difficulty, But upon 


* 

mature deliberation, I am convinced that eu- £ 

; | ky 
tailed eftates are detrimental to a republic. 


Strong men, ſays Solomon, retain riches. 3 
Look to the men who have a ſtrong hold in 4 
the banks. They reccive' 18 per cent fo! 0 
their money, and that by the ſame law which 75 
calls it uſury in other men. Thus ſtrong 
men retain riches and grow ſtronger. Thel N 
banks together with the democratic ſocieties 
have a greater tendency to introduce ariſtoc. 5 
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raty than all the ideal, ſelf created Britiſh 
juntoes, that have been mentioned in the 
| Chronicle, thefe ten years. Thoſe who have 
money in the banks muſt grow ſtronger in 
Wriches, becauſe they receive compound inter- 
[ eſt at 18 per cent, while the law allows me 
only 6 per cent. Our rulers don't work it 
Tight, 


— . EET ———— — 
NUMBER XI, 


Curas revolvit animus, et repetit metus. 


SENECA, 'Z 3, 


How ſubject man to fear and pain: 


£ Revolring cares return again, 
n [ | 
u. HAVE heard a perſon ſay that there was 


ST. 


no year of his life that he would with to 


: ſpend again. Many have ſaid that were it 


Wat their option, previous to their coming into 


ehe world, to not exiſt any way, or be what 


ror 

fa) Wthey were, they ſhould prefer nonexiſtence 

no to the troubles of this world. —EHope is the 
, E | © -< * 

ele great ſupporter of our ſpirits, We are al- 


: ways counting the unhatched chickens, and 
irre by anticipation. Did we expect that 
F 


* 
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the aller of our days would be as the 
days that have left us, our ſpirits would 
droop; our ambition would be blunted, and] 
our comfort deſtroyed. 


SEVEN eights of the troubles of this life E 
are troubles of our own begetting. For halt 3 
our diſeaſes we are indebted to our own im- 
prudence and intemperance.— Nothing is FH 
more inſipid than the common complaint of 


moſt men for their misfortunes, when they 
had themſelves taken the command of Prov - 


1dence, and brought down on their own heads 


the troubles they bewail. 


* Was there ever ſuch a world ?” ſay: 


one. For my part, I was never in a better: 
and J find this to be, on moſt accounts, 2 tf 
very good one. Induſtry will enable almoi 
any man to acquire a ſufficiency for lis com- 1 
fort and ſupport. Let us act, in all caſ-s, 
according to our knowledge. Let conſcience M 
overrule, and if we do not ſucceed in gaining 5. 
a quantum ſufficit of the good things of life, ve 
{hall not have the painful reflection of wilfu! >. 


crror, nor the pangs of an awakened con- 


1 
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he ſcience, to render more bitter the evils of 
ud he. 


nd 7 7 


NUMBER XTT. 


Ano ine own ſelf.” 


ife g 
alf 
m- | 
is Tins was the precept of a certain 
off Orcek Philoſopher, enforced by Porz and 
ey Masox, and acknowledged by all men to be 


V 7 both aſcful and neceſſary, 
Gs i Ir is the firſt © thing needful” to know 
one's ſelf, but it is almoft equally important 
„for worldly happineſs, to know other men. 
1 . 29 
* Sou preach up the propriety of mind 
1 


ing our own buſineſs, and not concerning 
7 ourſelves in the affairs of others. This doc- 
trine is not totally good. The characters 
of all men ought to be open to inveſtigation: 
and cenſure, when juſt, ought never to be 
A withheld. Even the name of Wasuixc- 
J TON is not ſacred, and never ought to be: 
5 yet the ungrounded, malicious calumnies 
chat have been uttered againſt him have made 
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mote bright his reputation; for how has the" 
gold become the moſt fine gold _ » . nc 


Tur characters of men, after their de a 
ceaſe, are never beyond the ſcrutiny of truth. 
The old adage, Nil de mortuis niit bonum 
Say nothing of the dead except in the! WR, 
favor,” is wholly unreaſonable. What ſhai] 3 
the honeſt hiſtorion ſay of Nuo? He muff 
paſs over him in filence ; for not one good L 
deed ever recommended him to notice, 


Lr us be careful never to condemn, or 
ſpeak evil of men, without convincing proof: 
of their negle of duty. Every man has 
faults enough of his own to mend, and ought 2 
ever be ready to hear and correct them. 


* I 5 8 Iv # Y 
1 RS * 
Th 2 2 I FI: 
: * * Ju 1 
4 8 2 e # + 
4% 4 1 
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NUMBER. XIII. 55 
« Now I beſeech you, brethren, mark them ui, 0 
cauſe diuiſions and offences, contrary to wha! 
ye have learned.” 3 


| Souk have ſuppoſed that the Apol- : 
tle, with the ſpirit of true prophecy, here 
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the neant the democracy of the preſent day: but 
A o this I am not willing to accede, for this 
f Fcaſon ; the Apoſtle, I am confident, would 
Pever trouble his own head nor thoſe of his 
Fdaders with an account of a clan, "deſtined 
to anſwer ſome good political end; to agitate 
| mind of republicans, a few months, and 
ho, after ſailing down the fiream of ridicule 
A 124 execration, are waftgd to the ocean of 
1 orgetfulneſs: to be remembered no more in 
This world to ſhame and ſorrow, but in the 
: orl1 to come, to their everlaſting miſery, 
4 rather think the Apoſtle had particular ref- 
as erence to thoſe jacobinical preachers, who, 
F1 friends of liberty and equality, take the liberty 
to preach without knowledge or virtue, and 


fs 


7 onſider themſelves as equal to the moſt en- 
Nightened divines ; and thus, by good words 
"2 ind fair ſpeeches, deceiving the hearts of the 
Fl imple. 

> A ezR$SON of this deſcription in a neigh- 
boring town, not long ſince, before as great 
J Fan audience as a ſchool houſe could contain, 
5 was interrupted by the enquiry, © who gave 


e ; Y te this authority?“ His anſwer was, I am 
4. 
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ſent oſ Cod. So am I, ſays one, and anoth 
er, till a dozen were preaching at once, an} 
the firſt was obliged to retreat. 


Tus Apoſtle's caution may apply to all 
de ſeri ptions of men, 


NUMBER XIV. 


APOSTROPHE TO RUM, 2 
GREAT is thy power, oh King of evil 
and marvellous are all thy works. Diſeaſe ; 
and infamy are in thy right hand, and the bf 
keys of death in thy left. Thou make 
friends foes, and foes friends. By thy infln- £ 
ence, the bonds of amity might be drawn round : 
Grongs GwELF, and PErER PiN DAR, 0 2 
the bar of enmity be raiſed between Nis: 4 
and EUnlAlus. See the fon of thy love 
his countenance is as a firebrand; his noſe 3 
as a promontory covered with hillocks ; ard ; 
his eyes as candles that have gone into the . 
ſocket. He maketh angles and cricles in bi x 
gait, or he lieth like a log parrallel with th: 


e 


horizon. See him rolling the contents of the 
bottle from his loaded paunch.; yet thy ſpirit 
remains. Vain are his endeavors to move hi 
tongue with. regularity and. grace; or raiſe 
his leaden lump of body on his weak and 
unſupporting legs. Where are thy 
charms, O Rum, that not only the fool, but 
the wife often become thy votaries. Does 
not folly go before thee ? And are not poverty 
and diſgrace ever in thy train? Whether 
thou exerciſeſt thy power in the full bowl of 
„Punch, in the clear chriſtal of grog, or the 


ae circling mug of tod; fill ought the curſes of 
ho | the patriot to fall upon thee, and the indig- 


«if nation of the wiſe and good baniſh thee from 
che face of the earth. 


I'navs ſeen thy worſhippers fall before 
thee, In the common tavern they are 
lected. Full oft and quick thy ſpirit walks 
around. The knave puts on the malk of hon- 
eſty. The fool grows wile, and the ignorant 
talk politics, converſe learnedly on the nature 
of government, the merits of its officers, and 


te propriety of treaties, acts and regulations, 
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GREAT and marvellous are thy works, oh 
mighty Rum, and in folly haſt though done 
them all. 

——— ü — ———— 
NUMBER XV. f 


A FUNERAL ORATION. 
Ox ſunday evening laſt, departed this 


life, after a long and painful ſickneſs, occa- 
ſioned by a redundancy of gall, a moſt ex- 
cellent ſaddlehorſe, late the property of Doc- 
tor Joun P 8 —Eſq. As it has 
been an in variable cuſtom, almoſt from time 


immemorial, to endeavor to tranſmit to poſ- 
terity the names of thoſe illuſtrious charac- 
ters who have deſerved well of their coun- 
try, no one, I preſume, will take it amiſs, if I 
employ the attention of my readers a few 
moments, while I endeavor to relate the at- 
chievements and delineate the moſt ſtriking 
features of her character. 


Su received from nature an excellent 


diſpoſition of mind, as well as great ſtrength 


and ſtability of ſoul. Tho ſhe was never 1n- 
firuQed in the precepts of any religion, the 


7 


: 


"OE 
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poſſeſfſed many Chriſtians virtues; ſuch as 
long ſuffering under affliction, and patience 
when heavy laden, which ſhe diſcovered in 
tranſporting meal bags, and performing long 
journies. 


Sz was not addicted to drink, except 
on warm days after much labor and fatigue. 
During her whole life 'tis not known that ſhe 
acquired a ſingle bad habit. The vices molt 
common to beaſts of this kind, are biting, 
kicking, and turning over carriages. Bat 
thoughts like thee never touched her ſpot- 
leſs imagination. During her illneſs ſhe dil- 
covered no ſigns. of remorſe, but ſeemed to 
be reflecting with pleaſure that ſhe had acted 
well in her ſphere; and that her work was | 
done, and well done: no guilty conſcience 
planted her dying couch with thorns ; not 


one tear trickled down her death pale noftrils ; 


not one ſigh eſcaped from her peaceful bo- 
ſom. 


As ſhe was fond of company, and fre- 
quently grazed, and clubed with her com- 
panions in the fame paſture, ſome inconſid- 
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70 
erate perſons have villified her name by 
repreſenting her to be a rank jacobin. But 
may that villain be the heir of eternal infamy, 
who could thus wantonly aſperſe the charac- 2 
ter of ſo amiable a creature, : : 


After having eſcaped the Scyira of the 4 
Botts, & the Charybdis of the horſe diſtemper, j 
ſhe was ſucked in by the vortex of a redundant I 
gall, and refigned her ſoul with compolure, 
on ſunday the 20 day of december, in the 
year of our LorD+1792, in the 19th year ©: 
the independence of the United States of A- 
merica, aged 24 years, 5 months and 10 
days, and in the 2 1ſt year of her uſefulneſs. 


od. fi, 3 >” o -- * 5 a ry + » "$5 
wb. 4 » x a 2 5 « 4 7 , +> 0 , FL 
3 pen Ris n D r A 


Hrs maſter conſcious of her ſuperior A 
merits, her ſervices and carefulneſs, and wil 1 
ling to perpetuate her memory, erected an £ 
elegant tombſtone over her relics, with 2 


theſe elegiac lines. 


Low in the duſt my Poxxz's laie, 
Like hammer or like doornail dead 
*Gainſt his opinion J muſt fight, 
Who ſays, whatever is, is right ; 
And very wiſely change the ſong, 
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Swearing one half that is, is wrong. 
Oh! had it only been my leg, 

I might have got a wooden peg 3 

Oh! had it only been my wife, 

I might have ſcill ecjoy'd this life, 

But ſince it was th'old mare—n9o more, 
This world's delights and joys are O'cr, 


— . —— 
NUMBER XVI. 


A CREED. 


: I BELIEVE that what ever is, is riglit 
: and God is the author of fin. 


ll believe that we ought all to be willing 
to be damned; but God grant that this may 
never be my portion, 


I believe that God has decreed every 
thought, volition and deed—and that we are 
all moral agents. 


bo I believe every man is born into the 
world with ſufficient fin to damn him eter- 
7 rally—and that no man is puniſhed for anoth- 
4 er's tranſgreſſion. 


J believe that Cod hath foreordaincd a 


ra MISCELLANEOUS 


certain number to eternal life —and that if ! 
do not mend my ways I ſhall not be one of 
chem. NOT Js 


I believe that regeneration is inſtantane- ; 
ous—and we ought to labor all the days of 
our lives till we ſhall finally be compleatly re- 


generated. 


I believe that when once a man is regen- 
erated he can never fall into unregeneration— 8 
and therefore we ought to be very | cireful ; 
never to fin, . 


I believe that all fin is to the glory o 
God—and the more fin the more grace. z 


gion, which is the Hopkintonian—and that | 
it is a great fin to have charity for any other, 


— ** 
, 
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Epigrams. 


NCMEZA 1, 


On the neceſſary combination of genius and ſci- 


ence in compoktion. 


N ATURE and Art are man and 10 4 
thus ſhown. 


Neither of them can procreate alone. 


9 „ — 


NUMBER 11. 


2 Dn the invettives againſt Prefident Waſhington. 
EBARK at the Moon, ye deadly dogs of night 
Phe neither keeds your ou, nor ſhines leſ; 


bright. 


2 


NUMBER 111. 


On my old BOOTS. 


3 VHAT boots it that I buy new boots ? 
= \V hile each my leg exactly ſuits, 
7 Wy old ones ſoon to rot will go, 


And that is all che new can do. 


G 


* 
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| NDOMBER IV, : 
On a certain writer, who was fond of maggotty il © 
| Cheeſe, who frequently obſerved that notuing 
was loſt. | | 
THERE's nothing loft, eat with your cheele, 
As many maggots as you pleaſe : 
hey all crawl] upward to your brain, 
Aud in your works appear in. 


—B EE cos 11 


NUMBER V. 


On MILTON and POPE. 
TWIXT Porr and Mirrox all the odds 
Is ſhown in one ſhort trope, Res 
M:iLrToN's the true Mohogany, 


The . Taue 18 Pore. 


NUMBER vi. 


on LIFZ and DEATH. | 
LIFE and the grave two different leſſons give, 
Life ſhows us how to die, death how to Hue. 


ah 


NUMBER Vit. 

On STERNE. 
A SOUL of {ympathy an honeſt heart— 
Five grains of genius, thirty grains gf art, 
Green in the leaf, but rotten in the root, 


Beauty in blem; hoi ſon in the fr uit, * 
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© WHERE'S the day paſt ?” The drunkard 


cries with ſorrow. 


7: will, ſays Richar !, come again tomorrow. 


"hs... — 


NUMBER IX, 
On CHESTERFIELD. 
THE ſplendid globe, tho filvered o'er with 


care, 


n " * 
—  — _ 6 


—— 


The wiſe confider but as hollow ware. 


— * 


»„— — 


o — W 
* „ > 
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NUMBER X. 
. On PETER PINDAR. 
k FIERO of humorous ſatire, mighty Wit— 
* Thy character behold me hit. 
ay, art thou not a /avghing Crocopiie ? 


. 
' -$4 
-. 
9 
1 
= 

. 


For, tho galled kings and nobles call the vile, 
1 Unfelt on thy thiek Ve their arrows fall; 

5 While thy vaſt jaws of ſatire can devour them 

5 all. 


4 NUMBER XI. 

Z LOVE all your foes, the Parſon cries. - 
. Ay ay, ſays Dick with joyful eyes ; 

To your propoſals, fir; I'll come 


. My greateſt enemy is rum, 
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NUMBER X11, | 5 4 
O THz QUesTi0N—WHAT is BEAUTY. 

[ The thoughts from Voltaire. | 
PLEASED is the lover with a ſparkling eye, 
For blooming cheeks can fall in love and die 
While a hump back alone the toad will ſuit, 


The Dev'l—a pair of horns and cloven foot. 


NUMBER XIII. 


On RUM DRINKING. 
SEE RicnaxD taking Hirit, 
Which much his ſpirit rouſes ! 
By too much ſpirit taking, 
He all his /p:r:t loles. 


NUMBER XIV, 


| On SHAKESPEARE. 4 
© THOU vaſt, prolific, intellectual mine.” | 
Thy tho'ts how bright, how noble, how di- 

vine. | : 
Tho Voltaire, ſtealing literary pelf, 
Would blaſt thoſe wreaths he could not wear 
himſelf, 
See, in the muſes' heaven, his greatneſs ſink, 
Before thy frowning eye, in coward meanneſs 


{hrink, 
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NUNBER XXI. 

; er Hour x's: fiery thoughts, : 
Por x in ſweet language utter; 8 

How ER remains the true beef fteak, | 

While Poet is but the butter. 


NUMBER XX11t. 
IN ſweeteſt notes the lovely Nancy ſung - 
Except from one old Hunks, applauſes rung. 
Sir, I expected to pleaſe you at leaſt ; 
} For © muſic's charms can ſoothe the ſavage 


beaſt.” 


NUMBER XXIII. 
On a ſhovel Poetaſter, who obſerved that all 
good poets were ſlovenly and poor. 
THE duty dreſs we can excuſe 
Of each true fav'rite of the mule ; 
Fhe caſe 1s different quite with you— 
A ſloven and poor poet too. 


a Se. 
FVE tried near half an hour to make 
An Epigram delight one; 
But feel ſo very dull indeed, 
I think beſt not to write one. 


| 


=. 


* 


4 * 5 . A, 4 bp * - 
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NUMBER XXV. 
WHILE all mankind ſeek their own ends, 
An honeſt man gets many friends; 

Tho honeſty her friendſhips may count o'er, 
Deceit and flattery have their thouſands more. 


® x NUMBER XR Vty 


* HOW are your friends?” ſays Jack to 
Dic, 


My wife is dangerouſly ſicl. 
. Indeed ! The truth ſays Die, 7 tel: 
There's danger of her getting we!!, 


** 
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Poems 


ON VARIO US OCCASIONS. 


N | FI" 


On being refuſed a Lady's company to a Ball, 
the following was ſent. 


| A BEE, the lovelieſt of her kind, 
Whoſe words were honey of the mind, 
Had flown about from blows to blows, 
And now was reſting on a roſe. 
Her feat and beauty caught the eye 
Of one, as chance was, paſſing by; 
He aſked admittance; but the Fair 
Refuſed him an admittance there. 
He cried ; why wouldſt thou hve alone; 
And thus politely ſay, begone ; 
While we could real bliſs enjoy, 
With nothing to that bliſs annoy ? 
Yet I'll not ſob and groan and cry, 
And tell you I'm a going to die, 
For 'twould be a confounded lie, 
I may perhaps ſome other find, 
That ſuits, as well as you, my mind, 
And is a hundred times more kind. 


"a ” - 
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The laſt xrworxouvs Er is TIE from JONATHAN 4 


40 4 MOLLY. 


How oft in love's vaRt lake I've been, 


The weter juſt up to my chin ; 
Sometimes ſouſed over head and cars, 

In deep deſpair, and drowned with fears. 
How oft my hand around thy wait 

Has flyly ventured and clung faſt. 

What rapture on thy blooming cheek, 
Enough to feed my ſoul a week. 


While from thy eyes ſuch arrows paſt. 
Each ſhower appeared to threat my laſt J- 
All night together have we fat, | 


How often have I ſtood aghaſt, } 


In one wide chair, and held our chat 
On love, on raptures, aud all that. 


Thou know how oft thy hand I've 


ſqueezed, 
And thou haſt ogled, and I teazed ; 
Declaring i in what ſtate was I, Y 
How 1 muſt lay me down and die, j 
And to the grave for ſuccour fly. 
Mongſt all the ills, my life that compaſs, 
There ne'er was one, that made ſuch rumpu* 


r 


a 2 — 282 — 2 
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| About my inſides, as the! love, 

Which J have had for thee, my dove; 

How oft have I. my deareſt dear, 

Declared that thou'rt an angel fair, 

And ſworn that thou from heaven didſt fly, 
| Yet knew that it was all a lie. 

Say know'ſt thou not what I've told oer? 
For thou ſhalt never know them more. 
Thou neter ſhalt catch me, no, by Jove, 

A dying 1a a fit of love. 

I know all thy coquettiſh arts, 

To catch and hold a hundred hearts. 

| Long may'lt thou, reign ; but when thy charms 


are paſt, | 
| The wealthieſt fool ſhall take thee off at laſt, 


—_ oa - 4 - . 
„ 


anten 


Fam AREWELL the. bliſs my better days 


have known— 


My ſoul now yieids to forrow and to care; 


Life wears a melancholy gloom alone, 


Nor hope's fair hand can lift me from def 


Pair. 
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The leaden hours in ſolemn ſilence move, 
No more can now the ſocial circle pleaſe ; 
For if a tort'rin g foe is found in love, 
Vain is the ſearch for happineſs and eafe. 


Life's thorny path with ſteps forlorn I tread, 


head ; 


Far fly my joys—but all my ſorrows ſtay. i 


Of Stoic ſternneſs once I dared to boaſt, 


Nor feared the ſov'reign power of female 


charms ; 
But, ah ! how ſoon that apathy was loſt— 


Love's fervid beams all cold indifference 


warms. 


O, thou! whoſe charms have peirc'd my ach- 


ing ſoul, 
If e'er one ray of pity touch'd thy heart, 


Hear my lorn prayer, thou canſt each pang 


controul, 


And every bliſs, which lovers feel, impart. 


Fair bluſh'd the bliſsful morning of my ; 


years, 


And expeQation happier years forctold ; 


O 


= I 
Without one roſe, to cheer my lonely way; 


Gricf's ſullen miſts hang heavy round my | 


In 


eine 85 


Dull and forlorn my + trembling ſpirit fears 
The clouds will thicken, and the ſkies 
grow cold. 


o would the muſe fo tune her plaintive lyre, 

With ſuch a ſad and melancholy ſong, 

That thou, ſweet maiden, > +, od that ſong 
admire, 

And ſmiling ſay, No more thy ſtrains 

| prolong.” 

1 Sad and dejected muſt my life become? 

: This world appear a worthleſs world ol 

L 


woe ? 
In which, without thee, muſt I. muſt 1 roam 


Give one kind look, ſwcet maid, and an- 
ſwer, xo. 


. In tender notes thus Can g the earneſt Swain 
The Nymph, attentive to his fond requeſt, 
N In ev ry {mile aſſuaging ev'ry pain, 

In ev'ry bluſh, the mutual flame conſeſi. 


"4 WILL 


J, P—— C 2 s, Of judgment round, 
In ſoul, in limb and wind, now ſound ; 
H 
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I, fince my head is ei aries 13 * 
And muſt be emptied, or muſt (pls, 
In name of Prefident ApoLto, 5 
And other gentlefolks, that follow; 
Such as URANiA and CLio, Lt e 17 
To whom my fame poetic I owe | 
With the whole drove of rhyming ers, 
For whom my heart with rapture bliſters ; 
Who him in HzL1con, uncertain 
Whether a petticoat or ſhirt on, 

F rom vulgar ken their charms to cover, 


From every eye but muſes lover ; 

In name of every ugly Gop, 

Whoſe beauty ſcarce outſhines a toad; 

In name of PRO ERNIE and Pro ro, 

Who board in hell's ſublimeſt grotto ; , 

In name of Czxperus and Furaies, 

Thoſe damned Ariſtocrais and Tories; ; 

In preſence of two witneſſes, 

Who are as homely as you pleaſe, 

Who are, in truth I'd not belie em, 

Ten times as ugly, faith, as I am; 

But being, as moſt people tell us, 

A pair of jolly, clever fellows, 3 80 
And claſſmates likewiſe, at this time, 


. 
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They ſhan't be honored in my rhyme. 
I, I fay 7, now make this will; 

Let thoſe, whom I alfign, fulfil, 

F give, grant, render and convey, 

My goods and chattels thus away. 
That honor of a College life, 

Flat celebrated UGLY KNIFE, 
Which predeceſſor Saw EY orders, 
Deſcendinj z to time's utmoſt borders, 

| To nobleft bard, of homelieſt Phiz, 

To have and hold Jad uſe, as his; 

I now preſent Cs Pr S 
To keep with his poctic lumber, 
I To ſcraps lis quill, and make a ſplit, 

| To point his pen for ſharpening wit ; 
And order that he ne'er abuſe WS 


*. 


Ila prole ſatitie, {kill'd to bite us, 
And equally in verſe delight us, 
Take ſpecial care to keep it clean 


From unpoetic hands] ween. 


And when thoſe walls, the muſes ſeat, 
Said S—— is obliged to quit, 
Let ſome one of AroLLo's firing, 
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Said ugly knife, in dirtier uſe. W | 
And let ſaid CuARL BS, that beſt of writers, 
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To ſuch heroic joys aſpiring; - 
Who long has borne a poet's name, 
With ſaid knife cut his way to fame, 


I c1vs to thoſe, that fiſh for parts, 
Long ſleepleſs nights and aching hearts, 
A little foul, a fawning ſpirit, 

With half a grain of plodding merit, 
Which is, as heaven J hope will tay, 
Giving what's nof My Own aw2;”. 


Taoss ovenbaked, or gooſe egg falded, 

Who, tho ſo often I have told it, 
With all my documents to ſhow it, 
Will ſcarce believe that I'm a poet, 
I give of criticiſm the lens, 
With half an ounce of common ſenſe, 

And 'twould a breach be of humanity, 
Not to bequeath D N my vanity ; 
For tis a rule direct from Heaven, 


To him that hath ſhall more be givcn. 


lem. Tou. Mx, COLLEGE LION,M® 
Who'd ne'er ſpare caſh enough to buy one, 
That BoaxnzrGEs of a pun, 


A man of ſcience and of fun, 
That quite uncommon witty elf, 
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Who darts his bolts and ſhoots himſelf, 
Who oft hath bled beneath my jokes, 
I give my old Tobacco Box. 

My Centinels for ſome years paſt; 
So neatly bound with thread and paſte, 


Expoſing Facobintc tricks, 
1 give my chum for politics. 


| 

= Mr neckcloth, dirty, old, yet ſtrong, 
That round my neck has laſted long, 
give 316 Boy, for deed of pith, 

2 Namely, to hang himſelf therewith. 


8 
-* 


” To thoſe, who've parts at exhibition, 
Obtain'd by long, unwearied fiſhing, 
! I lay, to-ſuch unlucky wretches, 
I give, for ware, a brace of breeches ; 
; T hen uſed ; as they're but little tore, 
Þ hope they 1 ſhow their tails no more. 


Ax p cer it quite has gone to rot, 


3 K LT 


V. Is give my blue grey goat, 
„ With all it's rags, and dirt and tallow, 
| Becauſe he's ſuch a dirty fellow. 


Now for my books ; firſt Bunyan's Pilgrims 


(As he with thankful pleaſure will grin} 
1 
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Tho dogleaved, torn, in bad type ſet tis, 
Twill do quite well for claſſmate B—— 
And thus, with complaiſance to treat her, 
Twill anſwer for another Detur.* 


To him that occapies my ſtudy, a 
I give for uſe of making toddy, f 
A bottle full of whitefaced sx Go, FE 
Another, handy, called a mingo. 


1 
„ 
* 


Mr wit, as I've enough to ſpare, 


8 
And many much in want there are, Y 
[ ne'cr intend to keep at home, E 
But give to thoſe that handieſt come, 4 
Having due caution, where and when, I 
Never to {patter gentlemen, b 


The world's loud call I can't refute 

The fine productions of my muſe ; 
If impudence to fame ſhall waft her, 

I give the public all, hereafter. 


My loveſongs, ſorrowtul, complaining, 
{The recollection puts me pain in,) 


— * * 


* By he twill of @ gentleman of fortune ſome tint 
fence deceaſed, a number of books were to be diAlributed, with 
inpartiality, to a few of the b-1 ſcholars in the two fenicr 

claſſes + which books have ,s the name of Deturs. 
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The laſt, ſad groans of deep deſpair, 
That once could all my entrails tear ; 
My farewell ſermons. to the ladies ; 

My ſatire on a woman's head dreſs ; 
My Epigrams ſo full of glce, 

Pointed as Epigrams ſhould be ; 

My Sonnets ſoft, and ſweet as laſſes; 
My GrocrAaeny of ,touNT PARNASSUS ; 
With all the bards that round it gather, 
And variations of the weather ; 
Containing more true humorous ſatire, 
Than's oft the lot of human nature; 
(O dear, what can the matter be, 
I've given away my Vanity; 

The veſſel can't ſo much contain, 

It runs o'er and comes back again.) 
My blank verle; poems ſo majeſtic, 
My rhymes heroic, tales agreſlic : 

The whole, I ſay I'll overhaul em, 


Collect and publiſh in a volume. 


My heart, which thouſand ladies crave, 
That I inten4 my wife ſhall have, 


I'd give my foibles to the wind, 
And leave my vices all behind; 
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But much I fear they'll to me ftick, 
Where'er I go thro thin and thick. 

On wis poxt's horſe, oh; might I ride, 
Whoſe ſteps let yxUDENCE' bridle guide. 
Thy loudeſt voice, O RRASOx, lend, 
And thou yi1Losoeny, befriend. 

May candor all my actions guide, 

And oer my every tho't preſide, | 
And in thy ear, O:'roxTUNE, one word, 
Let thy ſwelled canvaſs bear me onward, 
Thy favors let me ever ſee; 

And I'll be much obliged to thee; 

And come with blooming viſage meek, 
Come HEALTH, and ever flufh my cheek! 
O'bid me in the morning riſe, 

When tinges Sol the eaſtern ſkies ; 

At breakfaſt, ſuppertime or dinner, 

Let me againſt thee be no ſinner, 


Ax p when the glaſs of life is run, 
And I behold my ſetting ſun, 
May conſcience ſound be my protection, 
And no ungrateful recollection, 
No gnawing cares nor troubling woes 
Diſturb the quiet of life's cloſe, 
And when Death's gentle feet ſhall come; 
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To bear me to my- endleſs. home, 

Then let my ſoul, for Heaven will ſave it, 
= Sately return to God who gave it. 
4 Cambreadge, June 21, 1795. 


AMBITION. 


Han. ſovereign _—_ whole W . 
; {way, 
All nations of the world obey. | 
E Ere fountain flowe ! or hill appeared, 
Oa high thy hideous head was reared, , 
For firſt with thee, in Heaven above, ' - 


Ly . 0 > ; I 
LF. 662 pe. 


Satan fell deſperately in love. 

His followers too, with lowly bows, 

To thee addreſſes paid and vows. 

But ſent from Heaven with all thy train, 
In Hell thy ſtandard's raiſed again, 
There would'ſt thou fire that rebel mob, 
To undertake that daring job, 
Diſcountenanced by Bztriz:iaus. 

As Mirros fo divinely ſings, 

Who ſoared below with downward wings, 
Th' infernal records there to how, 


That Regifter of Deeds below, 
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There maddened with heroic fires, 

As ev'n ambition's ſelf aſpires; 

The Stygian pool behold her leave, 
To play her pranks with grandmame Eve, 
And by her art o'ercame her fo, 

The world was given up'to woe, 

And fired by thee, too, ſome time after, 
Nimrod, by help of brick and mortar, 
With all his rebel crew, would fain, 
Attempt heaven's battlements to gain: 
When heaven with ridicule and pity, 


Looks down upon their tower and city, 


Confounds the language of their rabble, 
And ſtops the progreſs of their Babel. 


Lo, taught by her what bards, what herocs; 
What Alexanders and what Maros, 
To one to drown the world in blood, 
To ſhed of human gore the flood ; 
The other can't his worth diſparage, 
But ſings his greatneſs and his courage. 
She bids the ſoldier: ſeek for fame, 
Where bullets whiz, or cannons flame ; 
She bids th' hiſtorian's pen declare, 
His bravery in the field of war; 
She bids the youthful poet ſtrain, 


e 
4 
£ 
8 
/ 
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5 Lifts Maxamilian to a throne, 
Or kindly pulls a Stuart down. 


Rules in all ages and all climes, 
$ Yet does a little good ſometimes, 


Who finds not half a gill of good in't. 
She bids him waſte his hours away, 
In pouring over Algebra, 

; She bids him calculate how far 
From Terra to the neareſt ſtar; 
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Lawrels of long renowu to gain. 
She bids the fop his ruffles ſhow, 
And makes a witling of the beau; 
With conqueſt falls the female mind; 
Sets gauzes ſtreaming in the wind; 
She learns the ogling eye to turn, 
And tells the little heart to burn. 


Wiru Tyburn hymns from Attic ſtory, 
| She ſhows poor bards the way to glory, 
She prompts the dreams of politicians, 
| Shows airbuilt caſtles in her viſions. 
| Bids Tarvis after Coxcress ſtrive, 


| And keeps an AvsTin's hopes alive. 


Sur opens Euclid to the ſtudent, 


* 


How long twould take a man to go it, 


9 MISCELLANEOUS 


And then by mathematics-ſhow it. 
She rears the bumpkin from the dirt, 
Bids him put on his ruffled ſhirt :- 

Yea, learns him how to write and read, 
Where whips and ferules won't ſucceed. 

Oft wartns the feelings ot the Stoic, 


And cowards prompts to deeds heroic, 


— ee — — 


LINES on CHATTERTON. 


8 An who can tell wat ills that man ſur- 
round, | 
Who dares attempt Parnaſſusꝰ ſteep to clime 
To tread witheager ſteps the claſſic ground, 
Where the bleſt Mule inſpires with lore 
ſublime, = | 
Here ſupplicating ſons, of every age and 
elime? 


On him her poiſonous darts will malice throw : 
On him will envy look with leering eye ; 
And while the /ew the Poet's beauties know, 
Flis faults alone the many will deſery, 
And half the Muſe's charms unſeen, negletc: 
lie. f 


„. 


Ar 


An 


iss. 


80 paſt, ill fated CnarT ERTO, thy days, 
Few gloomy days of wretched care & woe ; 

Unbleſt with ought of patronage or praiſe, 
Which learning's ſons to genius ever owe, 

Ah!] cold thou lieſt in the grave below.” 


Where were ye then, to whom wealth's por- 
tions fall? 

Whoſe ſpacious domes the hands of afflu- 
| ence fill, 3 | 
| Why heard ye not the Muſes' ſacred call ? 
Why ſuffered penury's froſt his warmth to 
chill; 
And cruel, cold neglect the opening roſe to 

kill ?, 


— ä. — ooo 
The DRUNKEN DOCTOR. 


A FACT. 


A DOCTOR ſo trig, 

With a right reverend wiz, 
And a belly as big as a barrel, 

Whole horrible eys, 

Would give Satan ſurpriſe, 


And into aſteniſhment ſtare hell, 
I 
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To whom rum and brandy 
Was never unhandy, 0 
Who lov'd well his eaſe and his wife, 
But better admired, 

And oft'ner deſired, 
And never. was tired 
Of a bottle to comfort his life, 


Once fat in his chair, 
As grand as lord mayor, 


A drinking and thinking of killing. F 

As he'd never his fill, E 

fle was guggling it ſtill, E 

And bleſt could he will, ; 
He never was weary of ſwilling. J 
Juſt emptied one cup, 
| And another filled up ; ; 
| Loud rings on the door the braſs knocker, b 
| * There ne'er was a man, fir, 
* That had ſuch a cancer,” 

7. 


Says a boy and halloos for the doctor. N 


* But, my young man, ſays hie, 
* I can't go, do you ſee? 

* I've tore ſuch a hole in my finall Sethe, 
** Bat t ges my great coat, 4 Vet 
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© Then will be ſeen, not 
* Any dirt, rags or rot, 


' *Twill ſo comfort'bly cover up all clothes. 


g I can't ſtir a jot well, 
; * Unleſs I've my bottle, 

; So here take this pitcher of toddy 3 
4 And when I can't ſtand, 

5 Take hold of my hand, 

And fafely me land, 


So onward they travel, 
O'er rocks, ruts, and gravel, 
while the doctor full often a trip got. ; 
And at every time, 
On ſtones, ſtumps, ar ſlime, 
| He tumbled ſublime, 
Ille d call for the bottle and ſip up. 


But when there he came, 
Fatigued, drunk and lame, 


; 

| The patient was dead as a hammer, 
: Yet he out with his knife, 

8 And cut for his life 

Altho the poor wife 

| | Oppoſed him with ſtrife ; 


And Il cancers cut clean from the body,” 


- 
if 


Let he'd flaſh & with big oaths would cram her. 
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But when, all in van, 
He had labored with pain, 5 6 
And fruitleſs had found his Ms 
He cned, © Hah his ſoul, 
Is beyond the north pole, 
Where the high Heaveus roll, 
And will ſoon reach his goal, 
; And live with good ſaints there forever. 


Nor pay me my fee, 
Since heireſs you'll de 


* To your huſband who * now b a . 
O no no, ſhe cried, 
That muſt be denied: / 
He long ago died; 

He was dead ere from home ſir you ſtarted. 
Well blaſt you then madam, 14 
I tell you I glad am, | 

He has ſafely arrived in hell, Win you ; ; ö 
When 1 go there wyſelf, 1 
* I will ſue the damned elf; | ö 
In court Pandemonium V 
© I ſwear I will hone him, PITT K 


And the Devil ſhall be my Attorney. Err 


av +, 
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LINES yes to a Younc Lavy, who had 
taken from the Centinel a MoRCEAU of the 
author's poetry, and preſerves it in 
her pocket book, "s 


; W HEN Levi's daughter to the care - 
; leſs brook | 


5 Conſigned the tender offspring of her 

; womb, . 
| The maid of Pax Aon compaſſion took, 1 
; And kindly ſaved him from the wat'ry tomb, 1 
| a9! 
: So, when the Poet's corner, filled was ſeen ' 45 
J With the ſad ſorrows of deſpairing love, 1 
F Afloat the fragment fwam down Lethe's 4 iy 
F ſtream, _ = | ; 
3 Nor one could pity to falvation move. - 4 


Till thy kind hands the dying Moss caught, 
And raiſed him ſinking in th' oblivious 
wave, | 
The fainting infant thy protection ſought, 
Nor wiſhed a fairer arm his life to ſave, 


What tho no nurſe has nurtured it for fame; 
What tho no eulogy the critic gives, 
| Enough, thy ſmiling look has raiſed its name, 
Enough, within thy cabinet it lives, 

: | 
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4 FRA ENT. 


Ur roſe the ſun, and up I roſe; 
And rubb'd my eyes, and pick'd my noſe; | 
Pull'd off my cap, put on my clothes ; 

Waſh'd face & hands, my teeth too ſcrubb d. 
My ſhoes then clean'd, and buckles rubb'd, 
I bade the landlord bring his bill, 

And paid upon the nail the quill; 
Call'd for my horſe, and onward rode— 
Six miles my eager pony trots; 

I ſtopp'd to get a meſs of oats: 


AN here I very little ſtay meant 
I aſk'd the the maid to bring ſome wine; 
She look'd fo charming and divine, 

J drank, and finack'd her for the pay ment, 


Then onward rode again ; mean while” 
Strange fights my wandering eyes beguite ; 
For here was Cuff, with bow and fiddle, 
A ſinging, tiddle lum tum tidgle ; 7 I 
And there was Cato, damning, ſwearing, 
Hrs fiddle ſtrings were always tearing. 
ilere rode a beau, with powder'd pate, 
And ruffled ſhirt, and cock d up hat, N 
On a dull horſe, that would: not mind him; 2 
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There, Yankees, with their girls bchind 'em, 
Here rode a laſs, on Toby's mare, 

All teaming fine, an1 neat, and fais: 
Feathers and gauze of ev'ry kind, 

And ribbons ſtreaming in the wind; 

Alas ! the lady d no gallant, 

Commencment joy, and only want. 


* 
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And now, not far ahead, appeared 1 
The place where Harvard's walls are 8 

reared; J 1 
And thitherward my courſe I ſteered, b ny 
When lo, more folk of every kind, 6 


Of deaf, of dirty, dumb and blind, 

A lazy, ſprightly, lounging mixture, 

Of every colored dreſs, and texture ; 

Tents, thick as muſtard—and for ſale, 
Freſh goods, ſuch as, alt fork and ale, 
Plumb cake, and wine, and rum, and bran- 
TT... 

Bacon, and pies, and ſugar candy, 

And ev'ry thing that's good and handy, 
Coaches and ſulkeys, hacks and chaiſe, 
A running round a hundred ways. 
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Now down the ſtreet; all in a row, 
YLehold the, ſons of Harvard go; 
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And now, the meeting houſe all hurry in, 

As thick as vernim round dead carrion : 

The gentlemen are hot as fre— _. 

They fweat—the ladies too perſpire. 

And now the lads all tongues gan ſpeak, 

French, Latin, Hebrew, Syriac, Greek : 

A dialogue, in mother tongue— | 

With loud applauſe the whole houſe rung. 

Some other parts were toll loll pretty, 

Yet none too learned, too deep, or witty. 

Some, reſolute to be admired, 

Bawled, till their own tongues muſt have 
tired. 


* 2 * * „„ „ „„ 6 Cetera deſunt. 


Keading, July 25, 1794 


BEAUTY. 


Bravry, in thee* what mighty force is— 
The frame, once ſtrong as any horſe's, - 

Ott by thy power grows pale, thin, ghaſlly, 
And ſinks down ev'n to death's door haſt'ly, 


I xNew a man in ſtrength and vigor, 
Who could endure the winter's rigor, - 


* 
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Or bear the ſurnmer's ſcorching heat, - 
'Unhurt in froſt, unhurt in ſweat ; 

But when the arrows of thine eye, 

Which thou didſt cruelly let fly, 

Had pierced down deep into his ſtomach, 
What mighty ſobs and fighs did come up ; 
How did the love pangs in him frolic, 
Enough to give a man the cholic ; 

And with the flame for beauteons MoLLY 
He ſunk down ſad and melancholy ; 
Somewhat deſpairing of his life, 

But more deſpairing of a wife: 

Then wrote a letter telling her 

That the alone could be his cure ; 

Should ſhe love him, his woes were whift all, 
If not—then he muſt take a piſtol ; 

Or climb the lofty mountain up, 


And j jump down headlong from its top. 
To which the lady gave this anſwer— 
I'm ſure if you're but half a man, fir, 
You will not climb the mountain up, 
And pitch tail foremoſt from the top, 
For't may fo hap a wooden peg 

Muſt mate—juſt ſuch another leg. 

A piſtol—fooliſh chick you are, 


L C. 
** = 
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1 For ——_— to ſpare” * 


At mut 7 Hy en. 18 
Tuis cyred him—to his work. he went ; : 


Tho diſappointed, ſtill content ; 25 
And at his plough's tail this his ſong was. ; 

Im free from love, tho'n love 1 long WAS, 
Be wile ye fools, let plainneſs ſuit you; 
What profit is there in a beauty ? 


Reading, July 1791. 


* 
. 6 * 
* « 
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LETTzR ro A FRIEND. 


Cambridge, March 23, 1793- : 

| DEAR FRIEND, | | 1 \ 
| Now tet me plainly tell you N 
That every Por LY, Nax cx, NtLLy, n 0 
HAN NA, Brrsv, Euxicz, Bxivcer, | \ B 

But put a ſtudent's mind in fidgets. A 

When ſtudying Latin, French or ſo, . 5 V 

The girls are e er mal- apropos. 5 | Z F 

Stop, let me ſeratch my caput—— ay, C 

| My dear friend, parlez vous Francois, f = 


| - Mais vous ne pouvez pas comprendre, 
More than what Jove fays in his thunder, U 


— 
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Or Cupid with his lips of laſſes, 

Nr noiſy Neptune ts thala//cs. 

Sed dicere jam, wy friend, Latine, 

Which language you as ey: as I mow, 
Nulla littera a te 
Eleck upon its way to me 


Et nunquam will, I hope certiſſime. 


| 


NESC10 QUID. 


N O more ſhall earthly ſcences engage 
The muſe's Hudibraftic rage, 
No more on threadbare themes ſhe'll write 
Nor roſe nor lilly now delight ; 


No more ſhall The her wit be whetting, 
On Phcebus' rifing or bis ſetting, 


But, to th' infernal realms ſhe ſoars 

And things, before unknown, explores, 
Where many a human brute is gone, 
Forever ſhut from light of ſun ; 
Condemned, for earthly fins. to pay, 

To waſte an endleſs age away : 

For, ſtopt by death, thy hell came pat on, 
Under the prudent care of Satan. 
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Back in the wilderneſs afar, © 
From town and city, noiſe and jar, "T7 
There went I forth with Gager grade, 


By ſome ſuperior ſybil led 


Such as Æneas led, of N | 

To where he never was before; 
Showing their judges, ſtates and laws, 
Returned him ſafe as c'er he was, 
Beyond the common lot of men, 

He went, and he returned again— 
Not ſo our moderns—down they ga, 
But the way back'they never know. 


AROUND the wilderneſs were ſeen, 
Nor roſe, nor ſhrub, nor feet of men ; 
But blackeſt trees that grew on high, 

A thouſand furlongs up the ſky, } 
Beyond the ken of mortal eye: 


Each frightful leaf on limbs grown over head 


Extended broader than a coverlid : 
Whene'er a breath of air appeared, 

Ten thouſand hurricanes were heard. 
Whene'er it rained, the flood in torrents 
Poured down their overflowing currents. 
The ſun could never pierce the leaves: 
To other realms his rays he gives. 


EW 
Mi 
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Birds thrice as large as great Goliah, 


| The trees of dreadful height oft fly o'er, 
Or light among the branches round, 


Or ſkim along the trembling ground; 
* Vaſt whirlwinds from their wings proceed, 
ö And many a mile around em ſpread. 
Here beaſts of ſize more bulky far, 
Than mamouths or than mountains are; 

| Whole -mouths like caverns | oped, whoſe 

throats 

Would thouſand buſhels hold of oats ; 
g Whoſe tails would ſweep away an army; 
In whole long fur you well might warm you. 
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ä ALr theſe were by the ſybil ſhowa ; 
While I with ſtraightened hairs looked on 

Nor birds, nor beaſts nor trees obſlructed, 

EW hile by the ſybil ſtill conducted, 

Mile after mile we travelled on, 

Without the aid of burning lun, 

F or darknefs only round u us ſhone. 

And now appears a horrid hole, : 

That i into jelly turned my ſoul. 

The ſy bil ſaw my fearful looks 

| And thus my tim rouſneſs rebukes; 


2 K 
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Wuar awes you now? why filled with fear? 
Undaunted tread, no harm is near, 
This is Avernus' throat before us, 
Of which you've heard ſuch frightful ſtories : Þ 
"Twas Satan's feet firlt trod this ground, 4 
Satan, thro hell's wide realms renowned, þ 
No hurt can come while I am with you ; | 
Wich bolder pace advance then prithee. 


Now nearcr to the hole we come; 
The ſmell of brimſtone, hot as rum, 
Our noſes filled; and flames of fire 
Before us roſe in many a gyre. 
Here hideous, hiſſing hydras creep all, 


Here was, in ſhort, each living creature 


That ever had been curſt by nature. 


Whoſe tails wound off like 5 Re 
ſteeple, . Fa 
Whoſe eyes in bloody baſons rolle! 1 Br 
At whom ev'n devils were appalled. Eat 
Here bloodhounds barked with iron jaws, 45 
And raked the ground with angry Paws. 5 
With teeth of braſs here redhaired rats, - : 
Rats, vultures, owls, ſnakes, toads and bats ; s . it 
won 


As on we further paſs around, 
No tree, no fruit, no ſhrub is found 


wo 


: Thefe ſeemed the clouds of hell's broad iky, 
? Remnants, of chaos, ne'er to die 
Tro theſe we paſs unhurt to flames, 


On a ſteep, ſulphurous mount we fall; 
Don which, on hands and knees we crawl. 
A fpecious plain before us lay, 

Red graſs thereon, as dry as hay. 

Far off a city grand was ſeen 

Tu abode of Satan and his Queen, 

Fach part the knowing ſybil ſhovys, 

And thus me explanation g TOCS—— 


| Wich various tools, ſaw, axe and ſpade. 
No fee yon towers, upraiſed on high, 

| And all thoſe fpires, that prick the (ky. 

* ou {ee the domes, proud raited and tall ; 
vou ſee that round them winds, the wall. 
That high built tower is where great Satan 
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For here black chaos and old night, 
Hold a ne'er ceaſing, horrid fight 
Down, down we ſink, down many a furlong, 


Tempeſluous winds about us whirl on; 
Rocks, ſeas, fire, air, confound each other, 
And rage, and roar, and make a pother. 
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And fires, that never yet had names 
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Tnrs was by Satan's order made, 
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Reſides aloft, moſt: awful ſtate in. 
On him his fawning ſervants wait, 
Pride, Envy, Inſolence and Hate. 
This is the work of Moloch's power, 
Uptoſſed and faſhioned in one hour. 

He called together all his fellows, 

And took a monſtrous pair of bellows, 
The noſe fixed in the ground, he blew, 
And like a mighty jug, up flew 

Tiat noble pile; while very warm, 
They mould it to it's preſent form: 

All done, to ſee't came Satan running, 
And laught at crafty Moloch's cunning ; 
And laught ſo loud, as many tell, 

He rouſed the loweſt dephs of hell. 

For this was Moloch raiſed to quality, 
And rides the ſong of immortality. 
Thoſe other towers, in grand parade, 
For Satan's waiting ſlaves were made. 


Lo at the city gate the place, 
\Vhere tried are all the human race : 


Minos and Radamanthus hold Ev 
'Fh' infernal court for young and old. 
A thouſand Lawyers at the bar 
Surpaſſed the culprits numbers far 


* 2 
* 


* * „ 
„ 


* Monk had I ſeen, but, direful fate, 
A loaſle that ramble q round my pate, 


Clapt his ſharp fauceps in my head: 
I waked and found myſelf abed. 


Now why this ſtory long I've told 
Of what mad fancy can unfold, 
Was but to bring this truth to light— 
Fools dream by day, but men of ſenſe ly nigh, 


—— . .— Oe 


The ſubſtance of a long Servos, preached in 4 
ſmall houſe, by a diminutive “ holder fortn 
turned into Sapplic. 


D EATH and damnation to the fons of 
Satan, 
Cry all the ſcriptures, ſo too docs reaſon. 
Ah Satan's children, hear, hear my preaching, 
Make due improvement. 


L0o as the frog leaps into the cool pool, 

So leaps the ſinner into the gulph, which 
| Ever ſtands ready, with her mouth open 
Quick to receive him, 


Did you ne'er ſee a dark diſmal cavern, 
* 
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So very, deep that you could not behold it 
Now that is nothing, when but compared with 
Hell's mighty gullet. 


Ah ſinners, vaſt finners, ſinners in this room, 
Born like dead carrion, all rotten with fn, 


which | 
Know is exceedingly ſinful ; all ſubje&s N 
Fit for damnation. ö 
Wait for the ſpirit, for as you now are, ; 
You can no more your own wicked fſelve; \ 
ſtir, N 
Than a dead log can ſtand up on end, and 
Juſt like a man walk. | 
| But if you do not wake and beſtir you, | : 
| Know,that in ſnow banks of till ceafing ſulphur. Þ 
| Ever, forever, you muſt be rolling, 1 
| Till time no more is. 8. 
Death and damnation, Hell, flames and b:im- ſ * 
tone, ; L. 
Fire, wrath eternal, lightning and thunder, | 
Therexound one's ears fly, and ſoon will r 
Bc 


make you 


All black as Indians. O. 
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Born with the itch of Adam's firſt fin, and 

Ne'er to becured till Chriſt's mighty ointment, 

When you are dipt in regeneration, 
Cleanles the ſcabs off. 


HONESTY. 


Loon where the 144. thrones of 
monarchs ſhine, 
Where ſceptred blockheads reign by right 
divine ; 
Wich ample power, o'er ſubject W 
8 rule, 
Exhibiting the deſpot or the fool. 
Lock where her cheſts of gol blind fortune 
grants, 
To feed, to ſatisfy the rich man's wants. 
Survey the gaudy dreſs, dependent groom, 
The gold guilt chariot, and the lofty dome. 
Look where the ſteep of fame her children 
climb, 
The ſage philoſopher the bard ſublime ; 
Borne by the breath of popular applaule, 
Or cruſbed in infamy's or envy's jaws, 


116 MISCELLANEOUS 


Look where the virgin, bleſt with every charm, 


Each eye to captivate, each boſom warm, 
O'er rival courtiers holds imperial ſway, 
The toaſt and topic of the feſtive day. 


Can theſe united claim thy leaſt re- 


gard ? 
The rich, the ſage, the monarch or the 
bard ; | 
Unleſs calm reaſon o'er each thought pre- 
fide, 


Duty to heaven impel, and conſcience guide, 
An honeſt heart, the ſoul's ambroſial food, 
The higheſt happineſs, the greateſt good. 


Fame yields no lawrels that impart ſuck 
bliſs, 


. * . 
Earth has no crown equivalent to this, 


Waar tho the world be careleſs of thy 
worth; 


20 W hat tho her hand wild fortune ſtretch not 


forth; 
What tho grief's miſts hang wy round thy 
head, 
And ſullen cares moleſt thy nightly bed; 
What tho detraction's peſtilential breath, 
Conſign thy memory to the Hades of death, 


þ W 
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Yet if thy ſovereign conſcience grant thee 
reſt, 

Gop's mighty umpire in the human breaſt, 

If, like /Evlus, reaſon ſhall aſſuage 

Thy ftormy paſhons and thy burſting rage; 

If virtue's poleſtar ſhali direct thy way, 

And honor's lamp illume thy every day; 

Unmoved with flander; and unſtung with 


guile, 

Rewarding heaven on thy purſuits {hall 
ſmile. 

Angels ſhall crown thy brows with endleſs 
green : 

Unknown to man, yet not by Gops un- 
ſeen. 


As when ſome youth, with love's chaſte 
ardor fired, 
His ev'ry vein with thrilling bliſs inſpired : 
Far diſtant from the maid that holds his 
heart ; | | 
Long abſent, while the tedious months de- 
Part; 


| Whom firſt aſtray wild enterprize has led, 
And pale diſeaſe chained on her iron bed ; 
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Death's dart evaded ; health's gay bloom re- 
turns, 

The once wan check with crimſon vigor 
burns: 

Ile pauts again to find, t' attend his fair, 

Who long, than death far more, has claimed 
his care. 

The meeting pair, in love's embraces bleſt, 4 

The youth rewarded and the maid careſſed. * 

What are the ſcenes ? and what the ſorrows 


| paſt ? | 0 
Heaven crowns with bliſs his higheſt hope Þ T 

at laſt. A+ 
So ſhall the youth, whom virtue's arm ſui- I ($ 


tains. 5h 
Or o'er proſperity's enchanting plains, 
Fhro' the wild deſerts of perplexing cares, 
Or flowery paths, where vice has laid hes 


{nares, Sce 
Fhro the chill winter of misfortune's reign, An 
Or o'er the ragged wilds of grief and pain, 15 
By her ſecure be led. His ſteady eyes » 
Behold the rich, the never ending prize ; ==Y 
Embracing angels his bleſt foul convey FA 


To loſtieſt joys of heaven's immortal day. 
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DISTINCTION. 


A roku, delivered July 15, 1795, at Commence- 
ment, Cambridge. 
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Wis nobler fires the bolder hero 'Þ \ 
warms, | 1 

| The love of conqueſt and renown in arms; 7 
Wile daring Miltons court the world's ap- 9 
plauſe, * Pl 

Or Franklins, deeply verſed in nature's laws; Ws 
| Thoſe humbler wiſhes of the little mind, i. 


The love of petty notice from mankind, 
(Since mirth and humor to the day belong) 
Shall 11 the ſubject of our lowly ſong. 


Ts ealtizht life, when ſt the Paſſions 
| wake, | | 

| Ste o er chem all her ſeat ambition Er TS 

And when gay youth ſucceeds | to infant 

| years, 

The love of notice in each a appears, 

In rural ports: who moſt e ſhall 


I OED 


8a in, 


Who ſtands the ſtouteſt boxer on che plain, 


* 
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Whoſe brawny limbs the wreſtler's palm {hall 


% 


bear, 


Or in the chace who firſt ſhall ſeize the hare, 


Nor leſs the city than the rural field, 
Of this unnumbered inſtances can yield. 
For of all apes that human form poſſeſs, 
Your city fop in tete a tete and dreſs, 
(Aud much of late theſe ladies, Ae 
thrive) 


Become the moſt diſguſting things alive, 

With ampleſt vacuum while the head is full, 

What charming gewgaws rg the . p 
Kull. | n 


Ix them this love n i worth inſpires, 


And fills the chicken ſoul with, peacock fires. 
For ſome new excellence their boſoms glow, 


_ * 7 


L353 44% 


While 1 DA writes, ye 625 ! theſs 
fellows will. 


6 rene ee 
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K Was this that drove Eiipedodies how j Wt 
odd ! | 
Down Xtna's furtiace, to TEK. + 4 God. 
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. CrRomwtLL, urg'd onward by the love of 
fame, 
Upſet a kingdom, to fet ub his name. 
Sooner would Fox as gambler and at 
helm, 
Than be the ſecond pat riot in the realm. 
Sooner would one his good name with to 
rot, 
Than have his numerous odditics ſorgot, 


big, 
One gathers half his honors from his wig ; 
The humor of another more "twill bleſs, 


That people think lum negligent of dre 


{8, 
The modeſt parſon ſets all pride at naught, 

Yet's proud to find how humble he is tho't; 

While to the lawyer greater bliſs will be 

The fame of eloguence than Honeſty ; 

The ſafe- phyſician, with ſagacious eyes, 

Rolls forth his ragged words of awful fize; 

Preſcribes his pls, and makes his Icarned 

peach; 
While equal bencſit reſults ſrom cach. 
wm 
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Ix Harvard's walls, the ſcholar's palm 

t'obtain, 

By midnight lamps, one ſpends his hours in 
pain, + | 

If while to Fame's bright temple he al- 
Pires, | 

He in progreſſive retrograde retires ; 

See him his duty and his books forſake, 

And ſeek for honor, as a blood and rake. 

Anather, graſping after great renown, 

In his great felf philoſopher is grown ; 

Who'd in one day the ſage's ſummit reach, 

And yet can ſcarcely tell the parts of ſpeech; 

Wich laboring dulneſs, and an aching head, 

That figurative writer, EUCL1D, read; 

Then thanks his ſtars, as member can he rub 

Of ſome /e!floved, felfhonored, lurking club, 

Formed, when ſelaitery walked in wifdom'; 

guiſe, | 
When friendſhip wept, and juſtice cloſed her 
eyes. 

Nos leſs this love is feen in female art — 
Sweet maid, ſo careful of the gazer's heart, 
Commands the lawn her lovely neck to 

ſcreen, 


\ 
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Yet hopes her boſom does not heave unſeen. 9 
With ftudted careleſoneſs her fan lets drop, if ; 
To ſhow with how much grace ſhe'll take it | k 
8 . g y 
They dart their charms, and with unerring | 
ſkill, "* 
As all will now confeſs, they almoſt kill; Nt 
Oft with one careleſs rolling of the eye, 3 
Volleys of fatal grape fhot charms let fly; 9 
Plcas'd who controul moſt lovers in their 0 if 


train; 


1 9 
© * , 
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Pleaſed who can count the greateſt numbers 
lain. 

Juſtice commands; ſome few, ſome few, there 
are, Ee 

With fal/eft tongues who call themſelves the 
Fair; 

To knit or ſew—with {kill like this diſpenſe 

Learn to talk ſentiment in ſpite of ſenſe. 


Ox buys up books, molt elegant and nice, 
Of new editions and of higheſt price, 
While ſplendid folies grace the letter'd room: 
To him alike are SHAKESPEARE, and Tou 
Tuuvux | 
And ſuch lay claim to ſcience, wit and ſenſe, 
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And oft to criticiſm make pretence, - 


Scarce with the knowledge of the primmer 
graced, , 


Each nuwſ{kull thinks himſelf a man of taſte. 
And if by chance ſome p:/gr:m tho't aſtray, 
Which by ſome accident had loſt its way, 
Should careleſs float around his vacant head, 
Like veaten gold, o'er many a ſheet tis ſpread. 
The pen muſt ſcratch, as powerful frenzizs 
twitch, 
As if the very paper had the itch. 


Congreſs has charms,” the ſtateſwan's care; 
that claim, 
Which make the venal fool a fool to fame, 
And oft while independent merit pleads, 
Lo brazen imbecilliiy ſucceeds. 


Wiru hand uplifted, and imploring eye, 
The ſons of anarchy to faction cry, 
O'erturn, o'erturn, o'erturn, and turn again, 


Till we, whoſe right it is, hall come and 


reign. 
But one was guilty of the greateſt ſin— 
Diſgraced his dog, and called him Jacobin; 


Touched to the quick, and wounded in his 


pride, 


OO -- 
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The dog turned pale, gave up the ghoſt, and 


died. 


Taz love of notice reigns in every breaſt, 
Nor grants the paſſions of the boſom reſt. 
To deeds of pith it prompts the coward foul, 


Nor bonds of conſcience limit its controul.— 
The knave to truth, the fool to wealth it leads, 
The native ſneak to honorable deeds, 


And more in duty's cauſe the boſom warms, . 


Than all ph:loſophy's or virtue's charms, 
— — . — ———— 


IMAGINATION. 


A ror, delivered at a PuBLic EXHIBITION. 


in Cambridge, April 13, 1798. 


To ken where fancy ſoars her airy 
height, 
On daring wings direQs her hcavenward 
flight ; 
To trace her ruder riſe, her uſe, her powers ; 
Her wandering way from elder times to ours; 
Be this our taſk. Celeſtial muſe, inſpire; 


O grant ſome portion of thy heavenly fire+; 
— 
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While fancy's fallies to his theme belong, 
O could thoſe ſallies mark thy ſuppliant's 


Wille Egypt's ſons fromTealon's guidance: 


ſtrayed, 
To lecks and onions facred honors paid ; 
While all the ſcience of the Chaldean ſchoo! 
Taught but to make a madman of a fool; 


In Greece, an Okenzus played, a Lisv; 


lang ; 


And heroes balls with painted battles hung. 


Waked from dull fleep of long unnum bere: 


wears, 
Fancy with taſte in Hower's Ivre appears ; 
ſove's meſſenger of both to man below. 


Rapid and full the heavenly numbers fiow : 


Strength, fire, invention mark. the rollin; 


verle. 
See, rapt in extacy, the world rchearſe; 
See o'er mankind the muſe's reign extend; 
While Ilounn's name with time alone ſha!! 
end. 
SuUBLiME on Zla's loftieſt top he Hood; 
Proud of obedicnce to their poct's nod, 
Lo, from their ſeats on high Parnaſſus mount, 


ESSAYS. 
The muſes, gliding to Pieria's fount, 
Drauzhts of celeſtial nectar bear away, 
And half the fountain to the bard convey, 
There while he ſtands, the battle fires below ; 
Oa hero hero fails, an! fo: on Foe : 


Now lowers the ſky; complainins thangders 
roll; 


And the linked lightning chequers either pole 3 


Old ocean heaves tumultuous; Ilion ſhakes ; 

And earth, with heaven and hell, diſt: ed 
quakes. 

ou enjoys the mighty ſcene alone; 

And when mount Ida rocks not, paints it 
dotyn. 


Wirtpd Pix dan next, of bold and daring 

thought, 

On wings of {leet imagination caught, 

To whom the ſwallow's darting pintons given, 

Gliding from gods to men, from earth to 
heaven, « 

Charins every heart in his unbridled lays ; 

Aud rides the ſong of never ending praiſe. 


Ax b lo where Mano calmly ſoars on high; 


POI 1 $ 118 wing 8 ; and farig along he ſky, 
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A ſteady grandeur and majeſtic air-; 
Pruned every line with all the critic's care; 
His ſcience ample, and exact. his taſte ; 
Invention lively, and his language chaſte. 
O brilliant Roman ſun; thou bard divine, 
In fancy's hemiſphere forever ſhine. 


Eax long the muſe's influence is o'er ; 
And works of taſte are cultured now no more. 
Her temples moulder, and her ſeats decay; | 
And Goths her gold gilt garments bear away ; 
Condemned in ſolitary wilds to roam, 

Nay, unprovided with a decent home. 

From wood to wood, from hill to dale ſhe 
ſtrayed, 

Unhcard; unnoticed, melancholy maid. 


Lo, where ſhe ftruggles thro the brut 
and thorn ; 
Her hair difhevelled, and ker raiment torn, 
At length, far off, ſhe kens a cultured ſpot, 
Freſh flowers, cool ſhades, a low but comely 


COt ; 
There, on his door ſtone, Cuaucer fits and B 
ſlings ; 5 a Þ 


And tells his merry . of knights & kings 


ESSAYS. 129 


Drinks of his annual, penſioned pipe of wine; 
While livelier grows his wit, and readier runs 
the line. 


— 

Bur who ſhall celebrate a SKKTSDSTANA's 

praiſe ? 

Or crown his brows with never dying bays ? 
I'was his, the av'nues of the heart to find, 
The darkeſt chambers of the human mind; 
'Twas his, to tread creation's limits o'er, 
Where fancy's feet ne'er dared to tread be fore. 
How vain th' attempt of each ſucceeding wit, 
His ſtrength to rival and his manner hit; 
Cs aR of half the realms of thought around; 
To other bards, alas ! forbidden ground, 


Bur now the ſiner arts of taſte beloved; 
Her gardens weeded, and her lands improved; 
From ſeat to ſeat the mule delighted roves ; 
The laborer honors, and the labor loves. 
Far off ſhe kens a mountain of the tkies ; 
Where loftier mounds o'cr lofty mounds 

ariſe, 
Bold was the thought, ev'n in the mule to dare 
£9 climb the ſteep aſcent, and breathe th' em- 
pyreal air, 
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The ſummit gained, with painful ſteps & ſlow, 
She views diſdainful mole hill Alps below. 
There Mix ros fits, enrobed in heavenly light, 
While clouds of glory veil him from her ſight. 
There heaven's high archives generous angel: 
bring ; 
And Gapritr's ſiſters teach him how to fing. 
There paints th arch fiend, in gulphs of ſul- 
phur toſſed, 
nd howling horrors of the hideous hoſt. 
Or walks with God to climes of elder night, 
And tees creation leaping into light. 
There paints his Eve not leſs divinely fair, 
Than here. Columbia's lovely daughters are. 
Sings how curſt war firſt broke his feeble 


bands, 

While mountains trembled in the warrior“ 
hands. 

How our grand parents left their precicus 
pale; 


The ſerpent cunning ; and the woman frail. 


S:t ſolemn Youxs, in cheerleſs church- 


yards ſtray ; 
In filent thought, to ſhun the noiſe of day. 


As when dark clouds o'er Ether's fields are 
driven, | 


＋ 6 


2 


Conceal the ſky, and black the face of Heaven; 
His lightning genius only ſerves to ſhow, 
How deeply dark he paints the ſcene of woe. 


Laxcuacs may pleaſure to the ear.impart, 


Imagination ſeizes on the heart; 

Wakes the quick tendons Rretched with 
rap 'trous pain; 

Shakes every limb, and thrills in every vein. 

T:s thine, enchanting power, 'tis thine to bear 

The faghing lover to his diſtant fair; 

From clime to clime the fleeting ſoul convey; 


Unblamed the leaden hours, or tedious way. 
11s thine, bleſt power, t'outſtrip the lazy light; 
Mhile laboring time in vain purſues thy flight. 
Lis thine to traverſe heaven's eternal round; 

from {uns to ſtars, from orb to orb, to bound; 


eaſed o'er creation's ample tracts to roam; 
1s Wteruity thy life; immenſity thy home. 


l. How ſweet, when Puczus rolls his char- 
| iot high, 

nd rapid flames along the mid day ky ; 
ede ſome murmuring rill , in lonely glade, 


re here weeping willows cauſe a cooling ſhade; 
"le the foft gale juſt pants upon the ſpray, 
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And nature's Haynes chant the houis away; 
How ſweet, to fat, with SUAKESPEARES page 
ſoar; | 
Or walk, with MitTow, worlds unknown be. 
fore. 


Bor ah! how few can tate the muſc's 
charms; 
How few the boſoms, which her frenzy warms. 
There are, who oftimes at her portals ſtand, 


Who glean the refuſe dropt ſrom taſte's fair 
hand ; 


There are, to whom her inner doors untold; 
Who, coolly pleaſed, her furniture behold ; 
W. ho yet ne'er leaned upon the mule's breaſ}, | 


Nor wiſhed to be, nor ever were careſſed ; 
Whote frigid ſouls her beauties cannot ſtrike; 


————— — — 


* 'bo read a M:iLTtox, as they read a Pike. 


Tic ghters of ſcience, ſentiment and taſte, 
With every charin, and blooming honor 
| graced 
Ceaſe not o'er fancy's fairy fields to Gra 
Where bland improvement points the gent! 
way ; 
There cull che flowers that never ali. rile, 


Bleſt with man's culture, & th' enriching ſbics. 
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Vet never ſcize the axe, to aim a ſtroke 
At the Lock kE horn- beam, or the Euc iD oak, 


LET MakonzEr his declamations roll; 
Aſſert that woman ne'er poſſeſt a ſoul. 
The love of virtue, the purſuit of trutb, 
The brow of wiſdom, and the bloom of youth, 
The heaving boſom, and the kindling eye, 


The melting look, ſoft air, and long- drawn 
ſi gh, 


All to the haughty propkiet give the lie. 


Tus veil of future years bold fancy rends. 
Scene beyond ſcene, of lovely tint, extends. 


Her fruits ripe ſcienceꝰ endleſs autumn pours, 


And taſte, and tho't un bolt their richeſt ſtores, 
Kind reaſon rouſes from her long preſſed bed; 
Pale ſuperſtition hangs her ſlumbering head. 
Harvard's fair genius into rapture breaks, 
And every nerve to extacy awakes ; 

Bids fame's bright ſun to his meridian riſe, 
And pauſe for ages in his- mid-day ſkies ; 
Till God's diſbanding word creation jar, 


Syſtem with neighboring ſyſtem kindle war, 


And all, that to theſe humbler orbs belong, 


To Chaos elder courts together throng. 
M. 
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121 MISCELLANEOUS 
ot it came to paſs in thoſe days, that the 
- ſpirit of politics pervaded my mind, which, ad. 


ded to the uſual ſpirit of poetry, Mone forth i in 4 
brief, yet pertinent 


EPISTLE To rus ELECTORS or a FED. 


ERAL REPRESENTATIVE IN TRI 
CouNnTY OF SUFFOLK. 


LI nus ne'er be choſe for Suffolk; 
He's too much ſhell, and not enough yolk. 
The beſt proceedings he'll oppoſe cer, 
He's Virtue's foe, yet ſcarcely knows her. 
Still blubb'ring, bluſt ring, foaming, frothing, 
But to the point in hand ſays nothing. 

In ſhort, he ſeems of wind a bladder, 

Blown oh on wild ambition's ladder, 

Don't let your votes then keep him hig! oher, 

And ſoon he'll ceaſe our heads to fly o'er. 
To high aſpiring upſtart Duo 

No thanks at all I'm certain you owe. 

For, when at Congrels laſt, what did he.? 

At eloquence was he e'er ready? 

Eis tho'ts creep fearfully as mice, 


His tongue is {urely rage of ice, 
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By ſapient brow, and ſteadfaſt ces, ; ö ; 


He fain would make you think him wiſe, 1 
But were there to his mind a port hole, 45 
You would not give a fatthing for't al. 
Beſides ; who knows a virtue of him? 
Wiſdom would not do wrong to cuff him, 
His country's votes ſhould never bleſs hun, 
While vice and iznorance careſs him, 
What conſtant revelry and gambling! 

And after;ſtrumpets midnight rambling. 
With all his folly, vice and ſo forth, | 
Should he to reprefent us go forth, 8 
Congreſs would ſay we've broke their rules, 
And ſent the worſt of Satan's tools, 

To repreſent a pack of fools. - 


Our claim can foaming Tertius merit, 

Who of a bubble has the ſpirit ? 

Some think his line of ſpeech like peck 
taread, 

And no more worthy an attack hard 

Than if a piſmire broke wind backward, 

His rhet'ric, which each fool appalls, 

Pours out like Niagara falls; 

While ſcarce a mouſe dares crawl the dark ia, 

And his own lice ſtand ſtill to hearken, 
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In fine, tis ſit he ſhould be tiled 

By all; rank folly's greeneſt child. 
ON him ah well the world may cook, 
For he's an admirable ' cook; 


Can dreſs up nought, with falt and ſpice, 


So wonderfully neat and nice, 

And roaſt it by potie fire, 

So that the diſh you'll all admire, 
Then ſend him, if you'll ſend a curſe, 
Misrepreſentative for us. 

Is ſpenthift Quartus ever known. 
To take due cafe of what's his own. 
No, never; well then how can he 
Careful of public int'reft be ? 


With coblers credit ſcarce can gain he; 


I would not truſt the man a penny, 
Forever fawning, ſoothing, flatt'ring, 
A magpie ſtill on nonſenſe chattering, 
And will you put, ſo raſh and raw, 

A piſtol in a monkey's paw ? 


AxD he in ſoul's an antifed'raliſt, 


Loves the wrong party, and dares head their 


Jift. 


Oft has he ſaid, he hard would puſh on, 


And overturn the conſtitution, 
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Beſides you know that he's a Lawyer, 
Who'll put all things in tangles for you, 
And then, t' untie theſe tangles, he 
Humbly demands his modeſt fee. 
Truth ample laws were plain as light, 
Dev'l ſaid, be @uartus, all was night. 
Can ſpouting Quintns claim a vote? 
A man ſo little worthy note. 
Who makes ſo little uſe of reaſon, 
Whole words are ever out of ſeaſon, 
Whole wit's as weak as water warm, 
Whole frying paſſions ne'er are calm, 
Whole writings are for nonſenſe fuel, 
Whoſe pen is dipt in water gruel 
Leave him; he'll by himſelf be worſted, 
Leave him; let no fuck man be truftee.* 


His country's happineſs his aim, 
Sextus purſues the path to fame. 
Juſtice and pro bity attend him; 
Attention and ſucceſs befriend him. 
No ſhowy ſophiſtry beguiles; 

And heaven on his endeavors ſmiles. 
By him all ignorance is puniſhed ; 
And vice and folly Rand aſtoniſhed. 
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While forcefal argument, and reaſon,, 
And eloquence ne'er out of ſeaſon, 
Inſure him influence and ſucceſs, 
And all his wiſe proceedings bleſs. 
Should men like him our Congreſs fill; 
What bliſs in ev'ry vein would thrill. 


Commerce more ſwift would plow the deep ;. 


More harveſt agriculture reap ; 
Science more wide expand the mind; 
And juſtice' eyes no more be blind; 
Amazed would vice and folly ſtare ; 
And we be heav'n's peculiar care. 


The Drama. 


11 
1 HE Qaeſtion, Theatre or none, 


In proſe 13 almoſt threadbare worn 


Now wou! the mule, in dogg'rel verſe, 
The fpceches of the town rechearſe 
When now they were collected all 
Together clole ia Fanuel hall; 
High in his ſeat, the reſt above, 

Grave Crites ſat, like rev rend J6ve, 
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Placed by the town, in ſolemn ſite, 
Pre ſiding o'er the warm debate. 


Silent around the people ſtared 


And now, with plenteous words prepare J, 

Reſinus roſe, with grief oppreſt, 

And thus the audience loud addreit, 

Why are theſe miſchiefs here a brewing ? 

Why will you drown yourſelves in ruin? 

Still will you. be with playthings charmed? 

Can ne'er this vain defire be calmed ? 

Why are you e'cr in folly warm? 

Why's in your fouls this gewgaw form? 

What rage for novelty and nonſenſe 

Poſſeſſes every man of wrong ſenſe. 

Have you not. ſeen, in every age, 

What bid effeds attend the ſtage ? 

Where knaves, where rakes, where raſcals 
joining, | 


Are virtue's baſe e'er undermining. 
Where fools miſpend their precious time, 
With witleſs proſe or jingling rhime. 

His aJze the Carpenter mult quit, 

And run haif mad for playhouſe wit. 

The blackſmith's fledge the taylor's gooſe 
Muſt ſoon grow wholly out of uſe, 
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The merchant too muſt leave his ſtore; 


Aud fink in nonſenſe more and more, 

And ev'a the prieſt to play houſe ſcuds, 
And leaves religion in the ſuds. 

Miny a dall als, who does not know it, 
Malt try to make himſelf a poet ; 

Who'd think himſelf in wit abundant, | 
Could pleaſe the ſtage, and pour a fund on't 
And tho' his head be c'er ſo hollow, 
Suppoſe | 'twas fll'd ap by Apollo, 
Scorched by a fire Poetic, hard 

He'd {train and tug to be a bard, | 

And then well ſtewed come forth his plays, 
He meets applauſe, and gains the bays. 

And now a numhead grown of quality, 

He rides the ſong of immortality. 

Around the ſtage the critics muſtering, 
Would like a {warm of bees be cluſtering; 
Catching at faults like dogs or ſharks, 

Or gravely making ſhrewd remarks, 

Then, publiſhing each obſervation, 

They'd try to get the critics' Ration. 

The boys would rig their heads with powder, 
While clamors for new cloths grow louder. 


Barbers and taylors bills to pay, 


1 
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carries one's money faſt away. 

The girls muſt have new hats, each Jay; 
New caps, new gowns, for ev'ry play. 

If poſſible, the looking glaſſes 

They'll wear out, rigging heads and faces. 
Hoiſt the high hat above the head, 

With plumes enough for featherbed ; 


And back and forth forever jult ling, 

Spoil many a gown of filk and muſlin. 

At a low price theſe things we muſt rate, 
For virtue, wealth and peace, they fruſtrate. 
Perhaps they're well enough for boys; 

But, men, be tickled not with toys. 

I ſcarce have patience, when I think 


That you dare ſtand upon the brink; 


Of woes unnumbered, who can tell ? 
But on the very brink of hell ? 
For of theſe ills who knows th' amount? 


Who can the ſtars above us count ? 
Surpaſs, ſurpaſs this ſtone of ſtumbling ; 


Nor't folly's fag end e'er be fumbling. 
Be reſolute, drive off ſuch. traſh, 

So apt to get a body's caſh, 

So dang'rous to this peaceful town, 
So apt to raze its grandeur down 
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Or virtue's throne forever rots, 


O ſtop theſe baneful deep laid N 
And oer it riſe proud knaves and ſots.“ 2. 


Ar length Muſacus up aroſe, 
And thus his fine oration goes. 
© And have you done indeed Reſonus ? 
No greater good could coine upon us. 
No more my ear feels bruiſe or bang, 
From thunder of your loud harrangue. 
True ligh./ning might have wro't a wonder; 
But only fools are moved with thunder, 
If you've to proſper expectation, 
Put ſome good ſenſe in your oration.” 
Vaſt tropes have rolled out from your tongus 
And ſtreams of nonſenſe poured along. 
Tropes ſhould hold ſenſe, but yours hold 
nothing, : 
And*are-unkit to put hogs broth in. 
Big words: with little thoughts avail not 
Any more than a twig of walnut, 
Yet noble thoughts, with noble words, 
Are juſt like clubs, like guns, like ſwords.— 
But from our purpoſe not to ſwerve, 
Il ceaſe your poor lean ſpeech tobſerve, 
And now puxſue th' intended object, 
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And enter deep into the ſubject. 

In all polite and poliſhed Places, 

The tragic muſe, and comic graces, 
{From whom what gentle virtues team) 
Were ever held in high eſteem. 

And ſhall the tragic muſe e'er mourn, 
Far from fair Boiton, faint, forlorn ? 
And ſhall the. comic mule grow dull, 
And be with ſad dejeQion full? 

If but a ſtage erected here be, 
Judgment the ſtar its courſe to teer by, 
All lively virtues, fair as morn, 

Would pullulate the mind t'adorn. 
The foul, her utmoſt ſirength exerting, 
Would ftamp all vices down the dirt in. 
Ev'n Satan then would loſe much pow'r, 
And fin and hell would ſcarce be more, 
"Twill make this land on high ariſc, 
And climb ſublimely to the ſkies, 
Ride up, as mounting on a ladder, 

At its own greatneſs how 'twill ſhudder. 
Shakeſpearean geniuſes, ariſing, 

Will ſoon this world here be ſurpr:Gng. 
And native ſparks around be tok on, 


The noble Theatre of Rofton, 
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From Theſpis down:to-modern days, 
What bards exalted aſk our praiſe! 

Tho ſome may ſay, Poh, far off bear hence 
Your tuinkkulled Sophocles or Terence, 

O let their grandeſt works go ſpeedy hence 
And all the train of low tragedians, 


Vet when neglected reaſon rules, 


She'll ſoundly flog ſuch haughty fools. 
The Drama, O Boſtonians, know, 

Is virtue's friend, and vice's foe. 

Then rouſe yourſelves to noble rage; 
Purſue your aim, and have a ſtage.” 

He faid, and hems, and hahs were giv'n, 
Some prais'd him to the ſtars of heaven, 
Some loudly cried, © Enough, enough, 

All witleſs talk, bombaſtic ſtuff” 
Till Cobleratus, from the croud, 


Sprung out, and thus poured forth aloud, | 


The bluſtering words of great Musacus, 
Angry and out of patience make us, 

His cauſe ſo very wrong, and baſe is, 
He thinks the way to get the caſe is 

Not by fair proof and reaſon holding, 
But by condemning, and by ſcolding. 

So Indians ſeldom dare to fight 


/ 
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In open field, and open light, 

But ſtooping down behind old ſtumps, 

Pour in the ſhot on th* enemics' rumpßs. 

Why ſhould you think great ſpeech you've 

uttered, 

When nought butnonſenfe has been muttered, 

Againſt the ſtage, as mountains firm : 

We ſtand, nor dread the windy ſtorm, 

Nor all the robin-ſhot, that rattle 

From thoſe on t'other ſide the battle. 

We have well manned and ſtrengthened all 
__ our ſhip, 

And ſtick together in cloſe fellowſhip, 

Ready t'engage, ſince truth's on our ſide, 

With all the bawling force of your fide. 

How ſoon will Boſton ſadly grieve all, 

If thus ſhe's led on to the Devil ! 

A baneful fall ſhe undergoes, 

If fools thus pull her by the noſe. 

How ſoon her beauty'!! be no more, 

On her what tides of ill will pour. 

She'll loſe her greatneſs, ſtrength and honor, 

And all hell's plagues will come upon her. 

Speak forth, aud let nor prieft nor lawyer 

Have power from rights of tongue to bar you, 
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Put ſaucy theatriſts to ſilence, | 
Or they Il become our lords a while 1 
He ſpoke and made a ſilent pauſe; 
And none, to advocate the cauſe, 
Appeared on his ſide, forward preſt, 
Mercatus, and the croud addreſt. 
* CHARMED with ſweetly powerful muſes, 
I cannot hear theſe vile abuſes, 
Thus on them caſt, without much fretting, 


And ignorance's ſway regretting. 
To woo the ſoul from vicious ways, 
To give the good their proper praiſe, 
To paint the clown, the fool, the knave, 
To how what bliſs the virtuous have, 
To give refinement to the fair, 
To raiſe the laugh, or draw the tear, 
In brief to poliſh and refine, 
O goddeſs of the ſtage, is thine. 
3 Has not great Gardiner hunted thro 
> The works of old times and of new, 

FL And laid the matter plain before vou, 
Told yau the never ceaſing glory, 

And ſoul enrapt'ring fweet delight, 

That with the theatre unit? ? 

Have not the Drama's rights be ſhown ? 
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Th' advantage 'twould be to the town, 
How the proprietors 'twould profit 

And all the various pleaſures of it, 

Fave not the papers oft enough 
Declared the benefits thereof. 

If here the muſes have but leave 

Their liberal, uſeſul power to give, 

Then fair Puittx1a's ſwan would fly o'er 
This world an hundred miles up higher, 
Warren'd her pen new ſcrape and trim, 
With viſions grand her head would ſwim ; 
The muſes faithful ſeeds would ſow, 

And flowers Parnaſſian round us grow. 

A blaſt to gabbling ganders give, 

And bid the virtuous drama live.” 

Axpo now, detpiling al low levity, 
Moved up with ſerious, judge like gravity, 
The plain ſtern CarrEs and to each 
Gave proper prailes for his ſpeech; 

And would his own thoughts ſoon have given, 
When low deſcends a fign from heaven! 
Juerrzr's golden, wood or {tk ſcales, 

Down hanging like two mighty milk pails. 
Now loud a voice comes thundering forth; 


Spreads call and weſt, and ſouth and north 1 
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Nontheatrifts, this dreadful day, 

« With Theatrifts I now ſhall weigh,” 
The voice far ſounds around the {kies— 


_ To ballance juſtly Jove now tries; 
With ah but little weight deſcended 


The Theatrifts and thus it ended, 
Cambridge, March 1792. 


» 


FRIENDSHIP ano INNOCENCE. 


Brest be the power, which mingle; 
ſoul with ſoul, 
Each joy to heighten, and each pang control. 
Bleſt be the power, which gives to life it's 

wealth, 
And adds new fluſhes to the cheek of health. 
Bleſt be the power, unwelcome care which 
| kills, 

And robs Pax DORA“s box of half its ills. 
- Unknown the intercourſe of man with man, 
When in wild woods the wanton ſava ge ran, 
For mutual aid ſocieties were formed; 


And ſocial compact into friendſhip warmed, 
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With one deſi gu the arts of peace were tau ght; 


With one bold heart contending heroes fought. 
But now primeval friendſhip's generous glow, 
How few the ſouls; the kindred fouls that 
know. 1 
The man whom chance from humble ſtation 
lifts ; 5 
Whoſe merits are but fickle fortune's gifts ; 
That man has friends, but if mad fortune. 
frown, | 
His friends turn foes to ſlander turns renown. 
So fickle is the friendſhip of the day; | 
It lives with wealth, with want it dies away; 
But when the ſeeds in virtuous ſoil are ſown, 
They warm, t>ey ſhoot, & ſlouriſh there alone. 


*T1s not the ſplendor of the golden ore, 
In cheſts ſo filled it finds not room for more; 
Tis not the loud voice of the trump of fame, 
Nor all the pleaſures of an honored name ; 
Tis not, the fount of learning to exhauſt ; 
Or bear deſpotic ſway from coaſt to coaſt; 
Theſe, theſe are not what real bliſs impart, 
Or give true ſatisfaction to the heart. 
'Tis the bright ſtar of innocence alone, 
Can lead to bliſs, can foften forrow's moan, 


N 
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The ſtrong enduring peQoral of peace, 

At her command the ſtings of conſcience ce ale, 
Let every paſſion yield to her contro], 

And let her reign the empreſs of the ſoul. 


When Cz/ar bid war's fed flag be unfur- 
led, 
And raiſed the tide of ruin round the world : 
Say,when peacedrove the cares of camps away, 
And calmer reaſon poured refulgent day, 
Was not the thou ght, that anger's ſcythe had 
mown 
Its thouſands down, its millions overthrown; 
That private wrath, to conſcience' precepts 
blind, 
Had madly made a harveſt of mankind; 
Was not the thought the horror of the day, 
The MicnaAkr's ſword. that pointed every 
way? 


** 
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PARODY of the 1ft. PsaiM. 


Cursr is the man, who knows the 
place, 


Where ſtrumpets love to meet; 
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Who never heeds the chaſte one's ways, 
Nor ſees her modeſt ſeat. 

Who in the ſtatutes of the wile. 

Has never placed delight ; 

Who drinks and {leeps away the day, 
Gambles and whores all night, 

He ſhall be like, the Lord knows what, 
And whea his joys are paſt, 

Safe from the bliſs of happier realms, 
Sail go to hell at laſt. 

Lean is his cheek, and fore his noſc, 
With luſt's diſorder dire, | 

The gout has ſtiffened all his limbs, 
His eyes are red as fire. 

Not ſo the wile not fo the chaſte, 
Who wiidom's dictates hear. 


To them. are far ſaperior joys ; 
Superior raptures far, 

The fair one's modeſt look fincere . 
Tbe warm embrace cf love; 

But nobler ſweets of marriage bands, 
Let bands of Hymen prove. 


W June 1791. 
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TANZ AS ro DOMESTIC” RETIRE- 
MENT.. 


Ix peaceful bowers where bland content- 
ment reigns, 
Far from the buſy hum of city ſtrife, 


Tis there that wiſdom half her vot'ries gains; 


There flows forever bleſt the ſtream of life. 


The dream 1s fuch as innocence inſpires ; 
« Works of day paſt or morrow's next de- 
ſign; 
There heed they not ambition's ardent fires; 
And there at others grandeur ne'er repine. 


Heaven from their eyes the book of fate has 
cloſed; 
And hid hereafter in the gloom of night ; 
Reſigned to heaven's high will, the mind com- 
poſed, Y 
Believing whatſoever is, is right. 


No anxious cares diſtract the quiet breaſt, 
No dubious faith in providence's ſway; 

To ſuch remain the calmer joys of reſt; 
To ſuch time moves delightfully away, 
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FRAGMENT. 


F ARE WELL. the bliſs that happier 

times could tell 

Sweet maid, long loved, and long adored, 
farewell. 

Adieu, bleſt ſcenes, I once could pleaſed pur- 
ſue ; 

To love's delights, to Sylvia's charms, adieu. 

Co, every thought of her, who cauled my 
woe ; 

Each tender thought, cach loved idea go. 

Come black deſpair, whence ſullen ſpectres 


roam; 
From thy blank vale, with looks of horror 
come. 


Furr oft when night her awful veil has 
ſpread ; | 
When all the buſy hum of men was dead ; 
The pale moon riding o'er her mountain ſky : 
When not one ſaucy tho't of care was nrgh ; 
Full oft I've fat and lived on every charin, ; 
While in my boſom ſlept thy careleſs arm; 
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While on thy breaſt 2 un cheek was 
laid, 0 
And thro' my ſoul ten Wotan pleaſures 


played. 


O could but anger in my boſom burn, 
That anger, cauſed when love meets no return; 
Cauld ſtern philoſophy bar out the grief; 
Buſineſs oblivion bring, or hope relief; 

No more with ſorrowing heart, and acting 
head, 

I'd roll in horror on th' uneaſy bed; 

Nor ſtrive in vain, while cares like poniards 

7 prove; 

To ſleep on coals of unſucceſsful love, 

But ah what balm can ſoften pangs like theſe ? 

What Stoic froſt can, love's warm current 
freeze? 

What power can agonies like mine control; 

Or ſoothe the earneſt longings of the ſoul ? 


Cu ns be the force of gold, forgetful maid, 
"Twas this alone tliy Coridon betrayed ; 
"T was this to Henry gave his glowing charms, 
"Tis this alone, that Sylvia's boſom warms, \ 


"Tis this alone will caſt her from my arms, 
„ 
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A TALE. 


; Y: mules, who, round mount Par- 
rallus, _ 

Lick Helicon, as ſweet as 'Jaſſes ; 

Ye praces, tripping round the mount, 

Or guggling near from the fount ; 

Since every body elſe implores, 

That you to them ſhould open doors, 

Say, will you lend your gentle aid, 

Nay give it, for you'll ne'er be paid; 

For poor the preſent age in purſe is; 

And bards inſtcad of bread, meet curſes, 
Where Boſton's lofty ſpires ariſe, 

Pricking the boſom of the ſkies, 

There lived, not fifty years ago, 

A man, of ſtature rather low; 

But, than his wig, no age, no clime, 

Produced one ever more ſublime; 

So great, tis (aid, in ſulkey riding, 

It chanced, the back part got one ſide on, 

And, gravitation's centre loſt, 

The car was on the axle toſt. 

Great was his talent money getting; 4 
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But greater far was that of cating; 
For here he outdid every. one, 

Still eating when the reſt had done, 
Great was his {kill in mathematicks, 
In which he'd very;often play tricks. 
So much of algebra he knew, | 
He'd prove 6 minus 4 was two; 
Could prove all Euclid's propoſitions, 
Well as the beſt of math'maticians. 
Deep learned, deep read in politics, 
He knew all parliament'ry tricks; 

He ſaw of counſellors and kings, 

The motions and the ſecret things; 
Could o'er th' Atlantic caſt his eye, 
And ev'ry af and thought deſcry, © 
Would talk ten hours to only win one 
O'er to the right ſide his opinion. 


Great was his {kill in prophecies, 
No man had more prophetic eyes. 
When eaſt the wind began to blow, 

He always knew it would be ſo: 
Predicted every coming ſhower, 

But never till 'twas come, or o'er. 
Foretold the glory of theſe regions 
Would riſe as high as larks or pigeons, 
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As ev'ry orator has done, 

Jince day of Independence ſhone: 
Nay, by the day light of the Kies, 
Predicted oft the ſun would riſe, 


 Rertieron was his great chef d' cuvre, 
In every kind a firm believer, 
All books religious he o'erhauled, 
Thence culinary virtues culled, 
Thinking by confidence in all, 
He muſt be orthodoxical : 
Moreover that perhaps there might, 
Among ſo many, be one right; 
And that a better chance he run, 
Than thoſe who but believed in one, 


His {kill in Latin was at beſt 4 
Contained this fide of ſum es ef, 
Of Greek he knew that dai was and, | 
But further could not underſtand : | | 
And yet ſo great in both his {kill was, 1 
Confuting coblers, taylors, millers, | 
Some tho't him one of learnings' pillars, J. 
Of Bunyan too ſo great a lover, 
He'd thrice read Pilgrim's Progreſs over, 
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Each volume of Burn Juſtice der, 
Blackſtone and Coke and many more. 
And Perry's dictionary too, | 
Nay two times once * he read it thro. 

| Theſe books his library compoſed, . 

And on them hours and days he dozed, 


And three times thrice he'd read with on 


And now his pedigree we'll trace, 
As far up as we can his race. 


Than him in youth none e'er was greater, 
A ſcullion boy t' a corporal's waiter, 
In camp his fame began to grow, 

Was corporal made, and ſergeant too, 
But happening once to be in battle, 

He did not like the dangerous rattle, 
Fearing dire wounds in ſuch dire fray, 
He took t' his heels and ran away. 
Then with a cobler lived a while, 

Two or three years in humble ſtile, 
Then ſat up for himfelf, and now 
Tow'rd Gentleman Cobler gan to grow. 
Noted for length of noſe and ears, 
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„Ind three times thrice—Nay two times once] This it 
the poetical way of expreſſing numbers, as may be proved 
from the authority of moſt of our beſt Poets, 
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And wig that well became his years; 
Known by the ſhort coat which he wore, 
And breeches with the kneebands tore; 
Known by the ſhortneſs of his ſhoeſtrings, 
And- ſtockings always tied with two ſtrings; 
Known by his ſhrugging up of ſhoulders, 
And eyeballs glaring on beholders. 
Known beiter by his yellow beard, 

Than any thing we yet have heard. 


Yet ſach indeed his virtuous worth, 
His wit, his learning, and ſo forth, 
So much did ev'ry man admire him, 


The Governor thought beſt to Squire him, 


Now fixty years in care and ſtrife, 
The Squire had lived without a wiſe. 
And now what time love's flames and tires 
Began to kindle warm deſires, 
Lamenting that his life thus far 


- He'd ſpent, nor once in Venus' war, 


A ſingle battle dared to enter on, 


On which he'd ſeen ſo many venturing ; 
Determining to lay aſide + 
His cold indifference and pride, 


And hatred for the other ſex, 
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Born as he ſwore. to only vex, | + 
He called his ſervant (for tis trae' 
The great have flaves and Wittle tov) 
John heard his voice and oped the door, 
Here John, attend,” he cried, ,, no more 
Shall Tutte live a ſingle life, 
Unbleſt wirh children or with wife? 
No, I have. got a maid in view, 

A rich young girl, if fame be true, 

Some twenty iniles or more from hence, 
In beauty great, and great in pence: 
And tho the's very young, no matter, 

If I can cleverly get at her, 

She's now juſt twenty fix, they ſay, 
And growing older ev'ry day, 

Now ſplit the difference and you'll ſee. 
That I am only forty three. 

Now [Joun if I could come acroſt her, 
And in {mooth lover's tone accoſt her; 
If, like a ſnake, I could but charm her, 
A daughter of a rich old farmer, 

If I could, by fly circumſpection, 
Wriggle me into her affection, 

Or, with clole care and cunning art, 
Contrive a moale. trap for her heart; 


TS NAUS. 164 
How bleſt, ſupremely bleft, were I; 


How ſmooth would move the moments by ! 
And if, John, you will be my friend, 1 


And all your kind aſſiſtance lend, 
I make no doubt I'll gain my end. 


IrTuIXE it will our beſt way be, 
To hire a hack; the hack for me. 
And next, that all may fuit my mind, 
You get a horſe and ride behind, 
Be ſure, however ne'er to own 
But that the coach 1s mine alone, 
Firſt tell the barber, tho, to come ; 
For ere I ſtart away from home, 
I think twould be a great deal beſt, 
To have my head combed, powdered, dreſt, 
That is, my wig; for wigs you know 
Are calculated for a ſhow, 
But now no more, go, do your errant, 
And my ſuccels I dare to warrant, 


Tux coach arrived; the'wig well powdered, - 
And all his dreſs compleat accoutered ; 
At three o'clock in hack he got, 

And ſwiftly made his horſe to trot, 
Not Phebus, lolling in his car, 
Without a wife, was happier; 

0 


— — — — - . - i * 1 4 F * SF w» * 12 
3 —— tin Foc,” 2õĩ˙ 2 ofa RS * * 47 0 ; ; * — 
By - o_ & <4 ew - — — 4 E * — * VS ” 


863 MISCELLANEOUS 


Not Roman Cardinals unſpouſed, 
Nor ſtrolling beggar fed and: houſed. 


Arx ſix o'clock, he'd juſt arrived 
To where the ſought for lady lived. 
He ſtops, and John, than light' ning faſter, 
Let down the coach ſteps for his maſter; 
But, no braſs knocker on the door, 

His knuckles thumped till all. were ſore. 
At length forth ſtepping came a maiden, 
Who much our hero's heart did gladden, 
With right foot raiſed, behind on toe, 
And downward head; he made a bow, 
Walk in, ſays madam Quick walk in, 
And drink ſome brandy, wine or gin. 

So in walked Wuttle, in walked Joim: 
And all their chairs ſat down upon. 
Silence enſued for halt an hour, 

The Squire of utterance had not power. 
But, without having more demurrage, 
He drank a dram to tit his courage; 
Then, rifing ſlowly from his chair, 

In language high: adtrefled the fair. 


oy Mapa, I've come as far as this 
Into a wife to turn a. muſs, 
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Your fame is gone, the Lord knows whither, 
It reached me, and has brought me hither.. 


And feel for once my. inward ſmart, 
Cauſed by the power of Cupid's dart: 
O could. you know what I endure, 
You would not me refuſe a cure, 


O could you. only ſee my heart, | 


Tis not your money that has charms ;. 


For money ne'er my boſom. warms : 
"Tis not your houſes, barns and cattle, 


Tho they be in. good caſe, and fat all ; 


"Tis not you carpets and filk gowns, 


And goodly things from ſeaport towns; 
No,'tis your mind-that charms me ſo, 


It makes my heart go to and fro. 

Oh deign, thou earthly goddeſs, deign 
On me your ſhowers of bliſs to rain, 
For long I've thirſty for them been, 
Let me not thirſty ſtill remain. 
Here on this ftoor I humbly ſtand, 
And beg the favor of your hand; 
Your hand is all I atk of you 
Aye, let your heart come with it too. 
Oh, if you turn away your eyes, 
Dead. as a nail your lover dies; 
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Dead at your feet Oh nurÞ'sons woman, 
Such love as mine's poſſeſſed by no man. 
Will you, inſtead of being wife, 
Become the murd'rer of my life ? 

You ought to die upon a gallows, + . 
More than the worſt of thieviſh fellows ; 
Theirs ſurely ; is the better part ; 

They fteal the purſe, but you the heart, 
Then lend moſt graciouſly your ear, 
Your foppliant s humble prayer to hear.” 


He ceaſed : and John tucked in a word, 
Some ſmall aſſiſtance to afford. 
And then, in lover's lore again, 
He poured (h' effuſions of his brain. 
By ſumming up a hymn to Love, 
And Venus in the courts above. 


© LET me ever, Love, adore thee; 
Let me ever bow before thee ; 
And in ſupplicating ſtrain, | 
Ak thine ever pleaſing reign. 
Venus, drawn by gentle doves, 
With the graces and the loves, 
Lovelieſt Venus, ceaſe to fly 
Thro the regions of the ky. 


Bid thy charming birds deſiſt; 

And be every zephyr whiſt. 

Cupid, quit thy mother's car, 4 
And deſcending from afar, 

Take thy ſeat then near my eye, 


Bid thy wounding arrows fly ; 

- Then oh ſtab Miſs Quick's poor heart, 
Stab it deep, and make it {mart ; 
Be to Wullles wiſhes true, 
Stab her, Curry, thro and thro; 
Make her know that I am pretty, 
Wealthy, ſober, wiſe and witty. 


There, Miſs Quick, is an invocation, 

Equalled by no bard in the nation. 1 
Let ſome ſweet word fall from your tongue; „ 

Nor keep me in ſuſpenſe ſo long. 

An anſwer, gentle anſwer, give, 

For heaven's ſake not in negative ; 

Leſt like ſome wounded bird 1 fly, 

Faint, flutter, cloſe my wings and die. 


9 


Suz heard the thunder of his. ſpeech, 


That made in either ear a breach, ; 
And ſoon replied ; * My deareft Wuttle, 
I like your courtſhip not a little. 
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Your language, like hogs fat, is melting; - 

Your arguments, like pebbles pelting. 

And then; your eye fo ſweetly peaking ; 

Your voice like our ſmall pigs fo ſqueak- 
ing; ; 

Your ample, your capacious month 

Would almoſt ſwallow all the ſouth; 

Your noſe a living ſepulchte, 

From which I've every thing to fear. 

Your wig, th' horizon round that greets, 

Would ſtüff a thoufand ſaddle ſeats, 

Kindles the atmoſphere with glory, 

And bears a ſphere of pomp before you ; 

In thick curls rolling down your back, 

Its ſhade makes all the room look black. 

Your ears, no aſs's can be longer ; 

Your breath, not purgatory ſtronger. 

And then the beauties of your ſhape, 

Compared with, would affront an ape; 

But more than all your intellectuals, 

And mental food, the beſt of victuals. . 

Your mind, ſo clumſy thick and muddy, 

Expreſſive image of your body. | 

How ſweetly flows the raging. ſtanza, 

With how much grace, wit, fire and fancy. 
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Of modern bards, and bards of ol d, 
The pleaſing ſubſtance have you told. 
Which ſhows altho a fooliſh creature, 
You are a bcaſt.of. thinking nature.” 


«A beaſt, ”.quoth Wuttle ſtood and ham- 
mered ; | 
With anger choaked, until he ſtammere d 
I would not hade you; no by gracious, 
With houſe ſo neat and land ſo ſpacious : 
I'd let my love, like Eind's crater, 
My foul with flames the hotteſt ſpatter, 
Before I'd link my honored ſelf 
With, ſuch a curſt old ſtinking elf. 
John, get my horſes, and my hack, 
With welcome ſpeed, we'll paddle back. 
Cambridge 1792. 


: I HERE lived, if antient tales are true, 
And faith to antient tales are due, 


There lived a maid, a beautious maid, 
Whole looks, expreſſive fair diſplayed 
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Each feature of the ſoul within, 
' Unſpotted with a fingle ſin. 

At morn her fervent prayers ſhe ſaid, 

At night gave thanks and went to bed. 
Her cot a ſhelter to the poor, If 
No' beg gar needy left her door. 

Deſirous nor of wealth nor praiſe, 
Unknown ſhe paſſed her hermit days. 

Vears followed years; the ſeythe of time | 

Was moving down from clime to clime. 
The ſun, one day, had mounted up 

To dine, and now had gone to ſup; 

W hile cows were ftill a breeding calves, 
Doctors deliv'ring pills and falves, - 
Pigs in the dirt were ſtill a turning. 
And mount Veſuvius was burning, 

Sheep ſought the fold at ſound of ding 
And Alfred filled the throne of England ; 
The ſtars with uſual ſpendor hung, 

The conſcious moon looked {ſmiling on, 
When this fair maid, who neter did ought 

amiſs; 


Went, modeſt, out behind the door —— 
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To Cambridge Ona ron. 


VoD who would in orations ſhine, 
Have care to ule big words and fine, 

If in your vaſt round blundering head, 
You find there nothing is but lead, 

Be ſure on politics to write, 

Or ſome hiſtoric thing indite; 

For there the ſpeech may be admired, 
Tho nought but reading 1s required. 
Patient extract with inky thumb, 

Tho nothing new may ever come. 

Yet 'tis not ev'ry one will kn ow 

But that from your own head they flow. 
A good apology firſt chuſe, , 
That they tow'rds you may candor uſe. 
And when you ſpeak, be not at reſt, 

Oft clap your hand upon your breaſt, 
Oft wide extend your limber arm; 
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They'll think you're in your matter warm, 
And what to fools has often haped 
When you are done,yor'n may he claped, 
Cambridge Sept. 1791. 
P 
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To LAURA. 


Loo, ah too long has man's con- 
temptuous eye, 
-Un{killed the worth of woman to deſcty, 
Looked with ſuperior inſolence and ſcorn, 
On nature's faireſt gift, tho lateſt born. 
Ts chaptwill all his wit & wiſdom ſhow, 
In ten fine compliments, and one low bow ; 
Anſwering to ſuch, there flies the female fop, . 
Whoſe head is but a perfect mill'ner's ſhop. 
Such to cach other muſt appear divine, 
For little hearts with little hearts muſt join, 
Tnou fair, who far from city noiſe and 
ſtrike, 
Draw'ſt the pure ether of a rural life, 
Deny not audience to the muſe's firain— 


While youthful blood flows warm in every 
vein ; 

While ſuppliant lovers evening viſits pay, 

And, bleſt ſupreme, enjoy. the hours away ; 

Learn to diſtinguiſh, with ſuperior care, 

The vows of honeſt worth, from flatt'ry's air. 

O'er yeur young heart ſtill keep a watchfu! 
eye, 


And hearing ears to rakes and fools deny. 
Deſpiſe the fop, in glitt'ring gewgaws dreſt, 


Whoſe worth lies but in powder and in veſt; 


Who yields his heart for ev'ry ſparkling eye, 


For ev'ry maid can fall in love and die. 


But let the youth, whoſe honeſt, cultured 


ſoul, 
Nor under vice, nor flatt'ry's baſe control. 
Contemns the vows, to ev'ry fair one made, 


And the vile wretch who innocence betraycd, 


Let ſuch an youth your whole affections gain, 
And with the mutual ſigh reward his pain. 


As . 
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THE MERITED GALLOWS. 


IN THREE ACTS. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


HAVEN, 


SAMUEL, confederete with Haven, 
PUNCTUM, J 


FLYHEAD 55 
— ge Students. 
JACR, | 27, 8 15. UGENTS 
TIM, + r 
HARTLEY, 


Docror HOAKS, 
CorloN EL FARSTER, 
LANDLORD. 


CLARISS.\ FARSTER. 
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SCENE I. Room of an Inn — Punclum, Fly- 
head and others, fitting down to a game of Loo. 


PUNCTU Me 
(Laying the cards on ihe table.) 
Poxx DUSTUM—down with your duſt— 
two dollars a man and caſt round for deal. 


(They caft round.) 


My deal—but the money is not all down 
Im, where's yours? 
| T 1 M, 
Wy, fir, I, I left my pocket book at home 
—T1 certainly pay if I loſe. 


Jack, IP 
I came from Cambridge this morning, and 


expected to find my father here to day— 
he'!] be here ſoon—never fear me. 


ed 


ö 


Mee ere 


Penct on. 


Terre deal, Bn)» — 
Ne AF 
er , 3 . 
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mine. 


14K. * 
A ump fluſh, {LM 
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* 23 1 >: . 
A palm fluſſ n. 
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A W e miſdeal. 9 


2 DE TE * 4 


( Fack and Pundtum We forth: money 


»% 3 


= gore! 1 on the floor, and Tim gets fl. 
Wie n 8 uo © 2 CR, $$ 4. 44.4% 


| You ve broke my leg. ih 
T 1m, 


rip it was not your l 


J A 0 K. CE ITT VY 


'You {hall be brought to jubice 1 this 


Hurth cant /Lreeover of him, 


| Ha A T L . * 
| You had better recover of your wound 
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Hart v. 0 
Fhere are more doctors in this town than 
there are lice in your head. 

| T 1 4; 

Then they are all doctors. Landlord, (enter 
Zandlord) ſend "ſomebody for a doctor here 
is a man dying of a broken leg. 

HaAaTr LTI. 


Fhere have been action and reaction Ks. 
| T 1-1. * ITS TS 42 


Dont groan ſo—Patience: is as neceſſary 
here as when An Euclid. 
| Fa e . 5% us 
I would cho have ſtudied ten f 
tions there than one ds curſed axiom as 


this. 


Tix, 


Let us carry him up chamber and. put 


him to bed get a nurſe to take care of him, 
and well oft. 
| er ag Je RK. 

Don't go: don't OW leg is broke in 
two —in two. 
Diba HA v. | 

F877 now then you have threw legs—but 
let us carry the poor devil up chamber. 


(Excunt except Punc. Hart. and Tim. 
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Pu Nn cru u. 
Your deal, Fiyhead. ( He deals) 
Att 


I_ and. 


PU N 0 TUM. 7 
A fluſh=the money's mine. £ 
Je E. I 


A __P fluſh. | 
T 1 % 


A ow fluſh. 


| | FLynsAD, 
A l miſdeal. 
Jac and Punctum contending for the money 
7 Tom on the floor, and Tim gets i.) 
rg "Ja Cie” 
You've broke my leg. 
TI. 
Pity it was not your neck. 
JACK | h 
You ſhall be brought to juſtice for this— 
Hartly can't L recover of him. 


HAAT Lx. 
You had better recover of your wound 
firſt, 


{11 


Jac, 


Where's a doctor? 
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Hart v. 
Fhere are more doctors in this town. than 
there are lice in your head. 
T 1 4% 

Then they are all doctors. Landlord, (enter 
Landlord) ſend ſomebody for a doctor here 
is a man dying of a broken leg. 

HARTLY, 
There have been action and reaction here, 
T 1.4, 
Dont groan ſo—Patience: is as neceſſary 
here as when ſtudying Euclid, 
Fac ms 
I would rather have ſtudied ten propoſi- 
tions there than one ſuch. curſed axiom as 
this, 
Tu. 
Let us carry him up chamber and put 
him to bed—get a nurſe to take care of him, 
and we'll off, 


Ie. 
Don't go: don't go—my leg is broke in 
two -in two. 
HART vx. 
And now then you have three legs —but 
let us carry the poor devil up chamber. 


(E xeunt except Punc, Hart, and Tim, 
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PuncTVvmaN. 


- You curſed Iriſnman Tim, that money 


was fairly mine for I'd a fluſh. 
T 1 u, 

And I'd a palm fluſh—and. Ill make 
another fluſh with my palm on your check 
unleſs I'm more civilly treated. 

PUNCTVN. 
Well, well, I won't quarrel with you— 


but you mult lend me the money to go to 


the billiard table tomorrow. 
T 1 u. 


I Il honeſtly pay me in a few yn. ha ?. 


PUNC'TUY n. 

Ves 1 J will (takes the money) there now 
I've got my right and if ever you get it again 
III call you no blunderhead. 

(They ſcuſfle— Tim throws Pundtum again/i 
the legs of a man in diſguiſe, who, with 
another, are carrying a woman by force, 
wich her face covered.) 

Same 1. 
You ſon of a bitch, what does this mean? 
"RINGS hind legs to yourſelf. 


HART I. v. 


1 rack get out of the way of a man's 


te 


tl 
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boots - eſpecially if the approximation to any 
vulnerable part be increaſed by an acquired 
velocity. 
S AMU E Le 
Damn your velocity. 
HARrTLY., 

Not ſo faſt, fir,—be, cool—this is a land 
of liberty—Pity if a man's legs can't go 
where they pleaſe——eſpecially if they can't 
help it—But I have a queſtion to aſk you 
pray what young woman was you carrying 
up chamber—muffled, and crying for help ? 

SAMUEL, 

It was only, —ſir, —it was—'twas a ſiſter 

of mine, who juſt now fainted in the freer. 
H. AN 1 u. 

A ſiſter, ha—what made het cry out 

for deliverance. 
'SAMU RL. 
Is a mad fit, I ſuppoſe—well I muſt go 


take care of her. (Exit.) 
-T 1M. . 
How ſoon his anger is over—lo let 


ours be. 
uno ru Mu. 
Return me the money and bring in a bot- 
tle of wine and you ſhall no more be beat, 
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bruiſed, -banged, or mmm. in a e- 
manner. * NA a 


TI u. | 
Agreed—But to tell the truth 1 was hurt 
ey curſedly. | 


PUNCTU 

Then it follows that you was moſt cur- 
ſedly hurt—and it alſo follows that a little 
wine would be good for you—and, as the 
blows came from me, it follows that there 
muſt be a ſympathy between us---and con- 
quently it follows that T ought to have ſome 
of the wine. All theſe conſequences are ſyl- 
logiſtically drawn. 


T 1 %, 
Call the Landlord--- | 
(Enter Landlord. 
A bottle of wine, fir, if you pleaſe. 
HART LY. 

Among all your followings it muſt cer- 
tainly follow that this wine will be a gift to 
me---and conſequently I pay nothing. But 
pray tell me---what do you think of thoſe fel- 
lows carrying that woman up chamber, vi ce 
armis ? 
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. | | | 
Every man muſt think for himſelf, I ſuſ- | 
pect ſome love intrigue. f 


I admire to come to this tavern once in 


C a while to ſee mankind---to ſee fighting, TH 
1 drinking and gambling. 1 | 
While Luna bright, 44 


With ſilvery light, 18 
Is filling faſt her creſcent horn, | ; 
With various gabble x 14 
Round the table, ih 
Playing, drinking, 1 


Never thinking 
Of the far approach of morn. 
Every player, 
Takes his chair, 
The caſh laid up for private weal, 
Then we map 
Sit and play, 
Then we will, 
With gambler's ill, 
Shuffle, cut, caft round for deal. 
They that ſtand 
Shift their hands, 3 
Thundering oaths at every word, 6 


2 
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Up this leads, 
His fluſh of ſpades, 
At his rump, n 
A fluſh of. trump, 
Til lordly palm fluſh comes, and fireeps the 
board. 


Then the brandy 
Is fo handy, | 

And the punch and wine go 8 
Then one half drunk, | 
True college ſpunk, 


. 
\ 


Tobacco ſmoking, 
Bodies ſoaking, 
_ "Take delight in 
Swearing, fighting, 
Till by the brighter beams of Sol we're found, 


Enter Dodlor Hoaks.) 


Docrosr, 


Your ſervant, gentlemen, can you direct 
me to a man who has diſlocated ſome Jugular 
goint, or diſamputated a limb, I forget which 
-—ſome where in this houſe. - 


"HART LY, 


Are you a phy ſician, fir ? 


1 


r — 
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Doc ros. 
I practice phyfic in this town ſir, — I be- 
lieve my name is in the regiſter. 


— 


Har TL Y, 

Sit down, doctor, —we ſhall have ſome 

wine here in a few minutes—Pray, Doctor, 
how long have you practiſed in this town? 


Docrox. 

Almoſt a month, fir—I practiſed in the 
country a long time; but, travel at one ſhil- 
ling a mile, and never get pay, can't ſupport 
a nian in the character of a gentleman —ſo I 
have lately moved into town—advertiſed 
thus—* Doctor Hoaks informs his numer- 
ous patients that he has removed his lodgings 
from Summer ſtreet to Seven Star lane, where 
he continues to practice to univerſal ſatisfac- 
tion“ I plead law, fir, preach divinity and 
doctorate. 

HARTLY. | 
But what know you of divinity, fir, —ay, 
the wine is coming. 
Doron. | 
I can thank God for this wine as Paul 


did at the fight of the three taverns, 


— 


— 


1 
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| Han v. 3 5 
Now give us a ſpecimen of your knowl- 
edge of Law—I will propoſe a caſe—a mar 
commits fornication with my daughter, I ſue 
him for the maintenance of the child. 
Docros. 

Here we mult eonſider. the two grand 
points of the law, quo paclo and quo animo no 
previous contract being made, and there ap- 
pearing no evidence of malprepenſe, the do- 
fendant will recover coſts of ſuit Hahl -and 
I am a poet —Poeta naſcitur, non fit —a poet 
is not made in a fit long ſtudy and mucl. 
reading are neceſſary to ſpeak lines extem- 


pore.— 
A right good Doctor makes each art his rule. 
HART Tx. 
© Then drops into himſelf and is a fool.” 
Doctor 
You don't mean me, fir, I hope: N 
HART IV. 
No, fir, you ſaid, if I remember, a right 
good Doctor. 


DocTtonr, 
I ſometimes make lines extempore—and _ 
I can repeat the nobleſt paſſages of the great 
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eſt authors in the Engliſh tongue.—But 1 

muſt attend this ſick man—where is he? 

. HART IL v. 

| Up chamber, I will attend with you. 
(Exeunt Omnes.) 
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SCENE II. Chamber of the inn--- Fack lying 
on the bed Enter Doctor and Harth. 
Do cron. 
Where is this lame ſick gentleman ? 
JI K. 


Here I am, far, are you a Doctor? 


Docrox. | 

I practice phy ſic, fr, I can tell you your 
complaint and cure you. 

Jack, 

What is my complaint, fir, 

Doc rox. 

Complaining conſiſts in repining, mourn- 
ing, grunting, growling, groaning, muttering, 
ſighing, &c. the cures are various If you have 
diſamputated a limb, or diflocated a mem 
brane, then the whole diſorder conſiſts in 
complaint and remedy, and the remedy muſt 
be a vitriolic plaſter of elaſtic gangrene, 

2 
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HART IL x. ? 
Wonderful, learned and ingenious Doc- J 
tor will propoſe one ſimple queſtion. 4 
DoCcTOR, \ 


A ample queſtion---ha---1 don't deal in 
limples, 


HARTL x. 

You have a deal of them in your head 
however---Tell me what is the beſt remedy 
for a cephalic belly ache. 

Docros. 

A cephalic belly ache—a cephalic belly 
ache—a difficult queſtion to the unlearned, 
but one that I could eafily anſwer—had L 
time. 

LE £8 

Attend to my leg—damn you. 

HAATT r. 

Damned enough already. This do ctor is a 
fool. I would not have you truſt yourſelf to 
him. I would rather be placed between the up- 
per and nether mill ſtone. 


Doc1os, 
As courſe a man as you needs grinding— 
ha—ha—ha— Don't blackguard me, ar, I am 
a Wit among other things, 
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HART LI. 
And quite another thing among wits. 
JA K. 


Look at my leg, Doctor. 


Docrox. | 
(Feeling of his leg.) No bones broke, fir, 
only a vulneration in the wounded part. 


Jacx, 
But it pains me; what ſhall be done? 
Docron. 

A ſpeedy removal of the pain will be the 
beſt remedy—But let me fairly ſee the leg 
You have only hurt ſome ſores here—What is 
the matter here —liere are ſores upon ſores, 
like Pelio and Offan heaped upon Atlas Let 
me feel of your pulſe Now don't be ſcared 
—T am only about to lance them Tis noth- 
ing to what I have done—I nave ſawed off 
men's legs and arms I have cut cancers out 
of the fleſh that run their roots within two in- 
ches of the heart—ina ſhort, as old Shake!pcare 


ſay s, (Theatrically) 


«I could a tale unfold, 
Whoſe flighteſt word would harrow up thy 
loul ITT 4 
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Freeze thy young blood, make thine hair to 
ſtand, 


And thy knees go knicker knocker knicker 
knocker knicker knocker. 


Here is my lance-- now don't be ſcared, 


Come thick night, 

And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell, 
That my keen knifeſce not the wound it makes, 
Nor heaven peep thro the blanket of the dark, 
To cry”---let that man's ſcabs alone. 

Jack. 

(Aicking him) Go to the Devil. 
Doc rox. 


Your leg has ſoon recovered, 


Hanrrtiy. 

Hark (c woman's voice in diſtreſs,) a female 

groan---what can all this mean? 
Docrox. 

Ay ſurely what can all this mean ?---Let 
us go off, or they'll think we are the murder- 
ers---and if we go they'll ſurely think we are, 
--- What ſhall be done ? 

; HanTLyY, 

I fear tis done already---Someboty's dead 

or juſt about to dic---but good ſouls never 
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; Jinch---lct us ſtay here Doctor I do not like 


your head and ſhoulders---malicious eye, low 
forehead, wicked look---If you'll decamp we'll 
clear you from all crime, but, for wyleli---I'd 
not be found in company like yours, for half 
my reputation. * 


—— rw F— ů ç Z 2+. 3.18 2 


Doo rox. | 
Jam a greater man than you ſuppoſe. 


The time of my birth--I can tell you ſir When, 
My neighbors have told me again and again. 
I know even the mo: nent good heaven. be 
praiſed, x 
"Twas that year that my daddy his great hog , 
ſtye raiſed : 
My daddy'd a pig, 
That had broke his poor leg, 
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1 
I doctored it over and over, | | . 

Tho very much ſick, | 

The ſwine very quick, | 
Py my med'cine and ſkill did recover. | 

And then, as the moon which will give the | 
molt light 1 
And ſhow all her luſtre in a dark foggy night, | P 
Or as ſummer ſuns in the front of a cot, | 


I law my young genius blaze up piping hot. 


ey . Gl ( — — — — — IE K — * 
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Then with Doctor OBILE 
I ſtudied a while 
And no man could ſtudy, fir, fatter, 
A fortnight or ſo 
Did I with him go, 
Till I'd ten times more {kill than my maſter, 
At the puddle of phyſic a long time I drank, 
I bought two great doctor books thick as a 
plank, 
Then I read all the books that mo ev er were 
written, 
But with Bunyan and Shakeſpeare I moſtly 
was [mitten. 
In villages round, 
Ten miles I was found, 
Cured/many a maiden and clown, 
But where genius thrives 
And the good doctor lives 
J muſt be--ſo I moved into town. 


This account of myſelf, fir, I have given 
you, that you might not ſpeak evil of digni- 
ties-—Now pay me my demands for this viſit 
and I'll ſoon be ſcarce. 


HarTLy, 


Give kim ſome caſh---Herc' s half a crown 
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to be rid of ſuch a fellow and money chat I 
Pay moſt cheerfully, 
Doctor 
Your ſervant, gentlemen. 
HART IL x. 
You ought to be my ſcullion boy's ſervant. 
(Exit Doctor.) 
Let us attend him out-<-and then contrive 


oils way to know the meaning of all this. 
. Excunt.) 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. The fs cet. 
Cor. FaRSrten, 


Hallo, fir, have you ſeen a young wo- 


man forced by here, by ruffian hands within 
this half an hour ? 


Docrtos, 
I hit ſeen a great many young women, 


rough enough, but I did not obſerve their 
hands»--You breathe hard; are you unwell ? 
I am a phy ſician, fir,---Step into the next 
houſe and I will remedy a preſcription for a 
{mall ſum, 
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Cor FarsTER, | 
Are you a fool ?---Have you ſeen two or 
three men force a y oung "woman thro this 


ſtreet. 
D OCTOR 
Force force that makes a rape---I am 


an attorney. alſo---Any law queſtion you 
ſhould wiſh to propoſe I ſhall be happy to 
attend to for a ſmall premium. 


Cor. FARS TR. 
Raſcal! do you mean to inſult me? (kicks 


him.) (Exit Col.) 


Doc rox. 


Aſſault and battery---O if I had witneſs- 


es. 
I can be aſſaulted, battered, 
I can be all torn and tattered, 
Ik I can meet 
My Clara ſweet, 
If I can but ſtick my head in, 
Hymen's pen with that fair maiden, 
If my Clara 
Will but marry 
To th' old Harry 
She will carry 
My bags of trouble bags of care, 
Luxe bags of meal on ſome old mare. 


\ a | 2 
2 
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SCENE II. Clariſe alone---a faint light in part 
of the room. 
CLAN ISA, ſolus, 


'Tis ſaid the heavieſt curſes of heaven fall 
on him who robs the child of innocence of all 
her heart holds dear--her untainted chaſtity-- 
How often has my father, when in my years 
of childhood, ſaid, that 'twas the ſweet delight 
of heavenly angels, over the charms of inno- 
cene to watch, & keep that innocence !ccure--- 
Shall I call down the baleful curſes of high 
heaven upon the head of him who thus, with 
impious joy, bears off my happineſs, my all- 
How long muſt I remain cunfined---aban- 
doned to my tho'ts of deepeſt wretchedneſs, 
without one diſtant ray of hope e'er more to 
ſee one fartheſt glimpſe of that ſerene and con- 
ſtant ſtream of pleaſure, which were conſigned 
to me, by youth, gay ſpirits, and unſullied fame 
-—Where are thoſe pleaſing proſpects, thoſe 
bland viſions, that travelled o' er my dreams of 
future bliſs——Or do theſe villains mean that 
height of joy to me my innocence being gone 
to take my life---Thrice welcome, would 


they carry their vile machinations to that high 
R 
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pitch of rankeſt crime, ſrom which even devils 
recoil, and turn away their eyes more inno- 


cent, at ſicht of acts like theſe, pregnant with 
fin and hell---Ol, ſtolen my chaſtity, and ſto- 


len by unknown rubbers---To what more ſav- 


aye ſcenẽs of brutal luſt am I referved---But 
ah--'a handkerchief "takes it up) perhaps the 
owner's name may here be found! puts it in her 2 
7 CR i 
Aiert no more, 
Thar heaven's high power 
From brutal arms the chaſte can fave, 
Say not {lo—when 
Devils formed like men, 
Wave brought my virtue to its grave, 


Come lovely death, 
Snatch, ſnatch my breath, 
To thy kind arms I gladly fly; 
jo Unleen, unknown, 
Without one groan, 
O let me ſweetly ſwoon and die. 


(Enter Landlord) 
LANDLORD. 
Miſs, I was ordered, if you - made any 
aviſe to diſturb the good people of the hoale, 


n 


to put a handkerchief in your mouth Lou 
will not be hurt here, and preſently you will 
be at liberty Depend on it, the gentleman 


who brought you here, will carry you where 


you pleaſe, and pay you well. 
(Exit.) 

SCENE III Tim, Pundlum and Hartly. 

II AAT IL v. 

Who can fhis woman be? You know 'tis 
laid, this Landlord ſometimes keeps a houſe 
for bad men and women—-but ſure no com- 
mon proſtitute would make a noiſe like that 
Here comes that Hoads again. 

Inter Doctor.) 
Do cio. 

Gentleman I did not iutend returning fo 

ſoon, but I fear th 


is the very ſame lady 21 fel] in love wita me 


5 


ung lady up chamber 


© 
8 


at the theatre the other night; for ſhe 1s not at 
home—and I met a man who enquired after 


a ruſſian lady—T gueſs the is the very one-— 


and if ſhe is, twill be a piece of gallantry in 


me to reſcue her. 
HA ATL x. 
Ve have been fitting here, almoſt in mute 
aſtoniſhment and filent fear, ever ſince- your 


. ww AC: 


eee — 
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departure—The Lady we have heard conver. 
ſing with herſelf; bemoaning her fate, and cry- 


ing out aloud ; but now ſhe's ſtill—and from 
this houſe Fl not depart, till I diſcover the | 
cauſe of ſuch unheard of, melancholy clamors. 4 
Do oro. 
Let me adviſe you to go with me te the 


chamber and force open the door—But if 
there ſhould be a robber or a man with a pil- 
tol—I ſhould be fo ſcared that I ſhould diſ- 
oblige my ſmall clothes in a minute—I al- 
ways do when I am aftrighted—and if the ſweet 
Clara, (Vit faould be fic) ſhould know it, —ah 
i hat will become of our courtſhip. 
HAAT IVI. 

T think it would be well to go together 
and let us go quick I've a good cane, that 
has ſaved my life many a time, and with it 
III not fear whatever may be there. 

'Tis good in man when vice prevails, 
And virtue fears an overthrow, 
When chaſtity the rake aſſails, 
To reſcue from impending woe. 


And oh what ſelf applauſe he gains, 
Oer his whole foul what rapture leals; 


'Tis ſweet reward for all his pains, 
When conſcious rectitude he feols. 
(Excunt.) 


— CES. EI - 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. Ener Hartly, Doctor, Punctum. and 
Tim, witl, a candle, to the chamber where- Cla- 
riſa is. 18 
CLARISA. s 

Wretches—Oh my God—Am I become 2. 
market place for luſt? IIas that thrice curſt. 
Landlord ſent you hither? 


KART 1. 
Madam, we're all your friends - Acciden- 


— 


tally hearing that a lady had been forced away 
from her aſſociatesand from her parents 
we had ſtrong ſuſpicions that you muſt be the 
perſon—We have knocked down the landlord 
and with difſiculty found our way to this a- 
partment But is there not a man with you? 
CLARAISA. g 
Wretched and undone—Yet, would to 


God I could know the author of my miſery, | 
R 
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HART IL v. | 
Give us a brief account of your misfor-. 
tune, and nothing ſhall be wanting on our 
part, to ſind the offender and bring him to jus- 
tice. | 
CLlanlsa. 
The laws can give no recompence for in- 
jured innocence and virtue loſt. 
T4 © 


Young as I am—deep as I've dipt in dif- 
fipation's pool—I fcel—T feel a juſt reſent- 
ment for your wrongs, and far as my power 
extends, I'll ſearch each nook and corner of 
the houſe—cach lane and ſtrect and corner of 
the town, till I find out the hated author of a 
deed like this, | 

Cianlnsg 4, 

My name is Clariſa Farfter—I was this 
evening walking home with my mother, 
when two mendevils ſnatched me form her— 
muſſled my Face and brought me here. In 
this dark chamber, ſobs and fighs avaiicd 
nothing lainted and by the curſed meal 
of man's ſuperior ſtrength I loſt what can 
never be recovered— The viilain ( for one 
wont out and ſhut the fatal Ley upon the decor) 


—_— 
— 
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ſoon as his brutal purpoſe was accompliſh- 

ed, crept out the door, and left his handker- 

chief, telling me that he'd ſoon return and 

| | pay me for the trouble he had been the cauſe 
k ol 


Good heavens — 


Pay me 
Ant. 
*T will then be beſt to wait his coming 
hark-— (A cry without) 
CLAAIS4A. | 
My father—lure tis my father's voice. 
(Enter Col. Farften.} 
CoLONS EI. 
My daughter Clara Clara 
CLARAI34. 
O my father. 
HAATTIx. 
No time too precious, fir, to be loſt. 


Your daughter —-ſir, gueſs the whole--my 

tongue would faulter at fo baſe a tale 
Doc ron. 

And mine faulters now fo I can't ſpeak a 


ungle word, ' 


Corironessti, 
Where 1s the wretch ? 
H ad RR T'LY, 


He'll ſoon returu-- Doctor, go lind an of- 
hcer, at once. (£Zxit Doctor.) Cloſe the door, 
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leſt he miſtruſt--ſor he will ſoon be here 


ſtand ready to ſieze him and others if there 
are let us blow out the light we'll then be 
ſure to catch him: t 
(Haven and Samuel open the hes m iy and 
enter Colonel and Harth ſeize them, 
and with Punctum hold them faſt.) ) 
CoLlroNnes 21, 
Who are you? Tell me who you are, 
Haves wn, 
Let me alone---['!] not tell you who I am, 
COLONEL 
Tell me who you are. 
Haven, 


Let me alone, III not tell you who I am, 
COLONE L, 

Ay ftruggle---you're grappled by an arm 
that will hold you faſt till you're delivered to 
the ſherift's hands. 

HAVEN. 

Sam, where are you ? 


SAMUEL, 


In juſt ſuch a box as yourſelf, only it 


takes two to hold me. 


HAVE Ne 
Good Lord---A ſheriff's coming. 
(Enter Dodtor and Sheriff. ) 


ESSAYS. 


Core EI. 
Are you a ſheriff? 


| Su H RIA r. 
Ay, a deputy ſheriff, ſir, I am. 
COLONEL, 

Here, take theſe fellows under your carc-- 
Let them not go, upon your peril---I'll have 
a mittimus in half an hour. Exit Colonel.) 

Do cron. 

Now you're ſafe, you dogs Miſs Clara, 
do you know me? I am Door Hoaks---a 
phyſician and ſurgeon---and I believe you're 


the ſame Lady that is in love with me---"Tis I 
that got this ſheriff---tis I that found out 
where you was---all I. 
Haves x. 
Oh don't carry us to goal---olr don't. 
| SHERIPPT, 

If you have done no ill, you will be rec- 
ompenſed for all your troubles---If crimes are 
alledged again{ you, and are proved, then you 
need fear a goal, and more a court of juſtice. 


Ciank td a 


But Oh--what court of juſtice can do juſ- 
tice to me. | | 


4 : * 
b . T a »4 
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H AVE N. 

On madam, can you forgive me- forgive 
me---I'll grant this hand---the hand of wealth 
and reputation. 

CLARISA. 

I diſdain the hand, the bead, the heart 
If ſuch a wretch as you have wealth and rep- 
utation, no honeſt woman would except cf 
them. Enter Colonel.) 

COLONEL, 

Wretch---ſoon ſhall the ſtrong goal con- 
tain that curſed heart---and if there be force 
in the laws of this commonwealth—-ere long, 
Vil ſee your carcale [winging in the air--tied 
Are there not proſtitutes 


to an honeſt rope 
enough in this town to ſatisfy your bac un- 
bridled paſſions? 
| HA v K U. 
I've offered to marry her. 
| Coro N E Lo 
I'd rather marry her to that ſimple Dod or, 
who well deſerves my thanks for his alliſtance 
in detecting you. | 
Doc Tor. 
You call me fimple, fir---T compound 
all my medicines, 


— — — 


» 
— at hott 
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Coronet, 
Here are two crowns for your trouble, 
Doctor, I believe we Mall have no more need 


of your aſſiſtauce. 
DocrTtoR, 


Ah well---this will do as well as a wife, 

till it's ſpeni--but do get that man hanged. | 
(Exit Doctor 
Haves N, 

Ah but forgive me---I'il wear ont years 
in prayers and penitence---I'll be your bound 
ſiave during life. 

Coton: 

Not one year can you bave for prayers 
and penitence---uſe well the few remaining 
days of life---there's no repentance in the 
| grave---you plead for mercy---ſnail one 
eyed mercy browbeat the honeſt claims of 
juflice, and ſave that devil for whom the 
gallows waits You robbed me of my 
joys— my daughter of her virgin purity---and 
you ſhall die---your aſſociate-and your land- 
lord, ſhall feel the vengeance of the law, 
This handkerchief betrays your name at 
fall--I know your character-— The goaler'll 


ſoon be here to drag you to the houſe appoint - 


14 
4 
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ed for the authors of crimes like yours, 
(Enter Goaler.) 
0 


Cor, FAR BT IR. 
Here take this villain; who has ſo long 


defrauded the goal of its juſt dues, 


| HaAav E Xx. 
O Cop of mercy ! hear my prayer! 
To Heaven I look---forgivenels there 
Tho rightly curſt, 
My doom is juſt,--- 
Be this my prop, 
In Thee I hope ; 
And when I ſtand before the bar of Heaven, 


Oh may my vile offences be forgiven. 


L NO 61 Exeunt omnes. ) 


